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THE  WHALE. 

"There's  a  whale!  There's  a  whale! 
See  it  spout!"  All  eyes  were  turned  in 
the  direction  indicated  by  the  excited 
individual,  and  sure  enough,  at  our  left, 
a  few  rods  in  advance  of  the  moving 
vessel  was  a  large,  black  object,  with  a 
glistening  white  column  ascending  into 
the   air. 

"What  a  big  fellow!"    exclaimed  one. 

"That's  the  first  whale  I  ever  saw. 
I'm  glad  I  can  get  a  good  look  at  him," 
said  another,  and  out  came  the  in- 
evitable note  book  that  the  great  event 
might  be  chronicled,  and  the  five  pas- 
sengers with  cameras  prepared  to 
photograph  it  at  once.  The  captain 
smiled,  and  as  the  ship  sailed  nearer, 
and  the  object  remained  motionless,  a 
shout  arose  from  the  party,  and  we 
found  that  our  "whale"  was  a  black  log 
with  a  glistening  bare  branch  projecting 
from   its  surface. 

That  was  our  first  whale,  but  it  was 
not  the  last  one  by  any  means.  As  we 
sailed  farther  north  we  saw  plenty  of 
them,  so  many  in  fact  that  we  ceased  to 
exclaim  as  each  new  one  appeared. 
Often  they  were  a  great  distance  away, 
and  all  we  could  discern  was  the  vapor 
spouting  many  feet  into  the  air;  but 
occasionally  they  came  so  near  to  the 
vessel  that  we  could  see  them  dis- 
tinctly. They  were  very  numerous,  one 
day    we    counted     twenty.      The     indus- 


trious young  lady  with  the  note  book, 
who  thirsted  for  information  on  all 
subjects,  searched  for  knowledge  upon 
this  subject  in  every  book  she  could 
find.  She  also  questioned  the  good- 
natured  mate  who  knew,  or  professed  to 
know  everything  of  that  nature,  learning 
much  of  cetacea,  and  we  were  able  to 
glean  considerable  information  from  her 
earnest  research. 

There  are  a  great  many  kinds  of 
whales.  They  are  found  in  all  the 
oceans.  Those  in  the  cold  waters  are 
considerable  larger  than  those  in  the 
tropics.  The  larger  kinds  range  from 
forty  to  ninety  feet  in  length,  the 
average  being  about  sixty  feet.  The 
varieties  are  somewhat  similar  in  ap- 
pearance, thugh  differing  in  size.  One 
peculiar  variety  is  the  Beluga.  This 
is  of  no  particular  value,  except  for  its 
peculiarities.  It  is  almost  pure  white 
in  color,  and  very  small,  being  rarely 
known  to  exceed  fourteen  feet  in  length. 
It  is  found  in  the  Atlantic  Ocean, 
sometimes  in  the  mouth  of  the  Hudson 
River,  and  along  the  coast    of  Scotland. 

The  head  of  the  whale  is  large,  the 
cavity  of  the  mouth  often  being  greater 
than  both  the  thoracic  and  abdomi- 
nal cavities.  In  the  mouth  is  the 
baleen  or  whalebone  which  acts  as  a 
sieve  when  the  animal  eats.  When  the 
whale  is  hungrj'  it  fills  its  mouth  with 
the  water  which     contains    innumerable 
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fish  and  crustaceans.  The  whalebone 
which  is  exceedingly  flexible  and 
covered  with  long,  elastic  projections 
which  fold  back  or  straighten  out  as  the 
jaws  are  opened  or  closed,  and  act  in 
such  a  way  as  to  allow  the  water  to 
escape  while  retaining  the  most  minute 
particles  of  food.  The  cavity  in  the 
skull  is  so  large  that  a  man  is  able  to 
enter  and  remove  the  whalebone  which 
is  valuable  to  him  as  well  as  the  animal, 
and  is  such  a  source  of  wealth  to 
merchants. 

Another  valuable  article  of  commerce 
found  in  the  whale  is  the  sperm.  The 
cachalot  or  sperm  whale  is  somewhat 
unlike  the  other  species.  It  is  ver\' 
large  and  its  head  is  immense,  measur- 
ing quite  one-third  of  its  entire  bod}'. 
In  the  skull  is  found  the  fat  which  yields 
the  spermaceti. 

Owing  to  the  great  commercial  value 
of  the  whale,  it  is  sought  for  extensively. 
The  principal  fisheries  are  under  the 
American,  British  and  Norwegian  govern- 
ments. The  Japanese  are  also  engaged 
in  this  enterprise  to  a  certain  extent, 
confining  themselves  to  the  Pacific 
Ocean.  Whale  fishing  has  been  been 
pursued  since  the  tenth  century. 
Thousands  of  dollars  worth  of  oil  and 
bone  are  annually  used  by  different 
nations.  This  necessitates  the  capture 
of  hundreds  of  whales,  and  it  is  greatly 
feared  that  they  will  at  some  time  be 
exterminated.  An  average  adult  whale 
yields  from  fifteen  to  twenty  tons  of  oil 
and  about  one  ton  of  whalebone. 

The  method  of  capturing  them  is  in- 
teresting. Immense  ships  are  built  for 
this  purpose,  as  strong  as  it  is  possible 
to  make  them.  Each  vessel  carries 
several  whale  boats.  These  are  ^bout 
twenty-seven  feet  in  length  and  soniu 
six  feet  in  breath,  and  are  built'  es- 
pecially   for    whaling,    in    the     peculiar 


style  necessary  for  the  purpose.  The 
harpoon  gun  is  commonly  used  at 
present  and  aids  greatly  in  the  capture 
of  the  animal.  It  is  about  five  feet  in 
length.  Its  barrel  is  three  feet  long. 
This  gun  is  placed  in  an  elevated 
position  on  the  boat  and  protected  . 
from  the  ocean  spray  by  a  movable  brass 
cover.  It  is  fired  with  powder,  and 
projects  the  harpoon  to  a  great  dis- 
tance. The  Americans  have  another 
weapon  known  as  the  "toggle  iron,"  an 
ingenious  arrangement  which  opens  out 
upon  entering  the  body,  aassuming  the 
form  of  a  cross.  This  is  almost  impos- 
sible for  the  animal  to  free  itself 
from. 

In  the  top  mast  of  the  whaling  vessel  is 
the  "crow's  nest,"  from  which  a  st'-ict 
watch  is  kept  to  sight  the  prey.  As 
soon  as  one  is  seen,  at  eve'  so  great  a 
distance,  the  signal  is  given,  and  the 
boats  are  dispatched  toward  it  with  all 
possible  speed.  The  boats  are  rowed 
softly  up  as  near  to  the  animal  as  they 
can  without  his  becoming  aware  of  their 
presence,  then  the  harpoons  are  fired, 
and  entering  the  body  the  beast  im- 
mediately dives  into  the  water  dragging 
the  lines  after  it.  It  bleeds  freely, 
and  is  usually  exhausted  in  about  forty 
minutes,  and  safely  captured  in  little 
more  than  an  hour  from  the  time  it  re- 
ceives the  first  wound.  It  is  then 
drawn  to  the  vessel's  side  whe>-e  it  is 
firmly  attached  and  carried  in  triumph  to 
port.  The  coat  of  fat  is  usually  removed, 
shortly  after  its  capture,  in  pieces  weigh- 
ing about  one  ton  each,  and  securely 
packed  in  "tween  decks."  It  is  a 
disagreeable  task  removing  this  blubber, 
at  least  to  one  who  is  unaccustomed  to 
the  work,  but  the  men  whose  occupation 
it  is  do  not  mind  it  in  the  least  and 
hail  with  delight  each  new  capture. 
Each      boat      carries       six      men,      who 
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thoroughly     understand      their    business 
and  act  quickly  and  precisely. 

Whales  belong  to  the  mammalia 
family,  although  thej'  are  often  classed 
with  fish.  Their  loose,  thick  skin  is 
dark  in  color,  and  immediately  under- 
neath is  the  thick  layer  of  fat  called 
"blubber,"  which  serves  to  keep  the 
body  heated.  The  animal  is  filled  with 
oil.  Its  bones  even,  which  are  of  a 
spongy  substance,  are  saturated  with  it. 
The  phenomenon  of  spouting  which  we 
observe  is  easily  explained.  It  is  not 
due,  as  many  people  suppose,  to  its 
throwing  out  the  water  taken  into  its 
mouth,  but  merely  to  its  exhaling  the 
air  in  its  lungs,  which  is  warm  and 
ver)'  moist,  and  coming  in  contact  with 
the  cold  atmosphere  condenses  and  can 
be  distinctly  seen  looking  like  a  column 
of  water.  Although  the  whale's  mouth 
is  so  large  its  throat  is  ver>  small.  It 
has  no  hind  limbs  externally,  but  they 
are  found  in  a  rudimentary  condition 
underneath  the  skin.  The  skin  is 
covered  with  papilae  which  vary  from 
one-eighth  to  one-fourth  of  an  inch  in 
length.  These  float  in  the  water  and 
aid  greatly  in  their  sense  of  touch.  A 
whale  is  able  to  feel  an)-  disturbance  in 
the  water  and  is  often  able  to  evade  the 
enemy  by  this  means. 

They  are  very  sociable  animals,  and 
have  affectionate  dispositions.  Where 
one  is  seen,  there  are  others  near  by. 
They  go  in  herds,  and  when  one  is 
harpooned  its  fellows  follow  it  as  if  to 
offer  their  assistance.  Notwithstanding 
their  great  size  they  are  very  timid 
animals,  and  follow  their  leader,  often 
rushing  blindly  into  danger.  They  are 
quiet,  inoffensive  animals,  and  it  seems 
a  pity  that  they  should  be  destroyed  for 
the  sake  of  the  products  which  they 
contain  and  which  man  could  live  with- 
out.     They  do  not  multiply  rapidly,  and 


some  varieties  have  almost  entirely  dis- 
appeared. The  sperm  whale  is  rapidly 
becoming  scarce  and  will  become  ex- 
tinct ere  long  unless  men  cease  the  war- 
fare which  they  are  waging  against  it. 

R.  A.   C. 


TOPICS  OF  THE  TIMES. 


NECESSITY     OF   HONORING    THE    PRIESTHOOD. 

A  COMMUNICATION  which  I  have  re- 
ceived from  the  President  of  the  Davis 
Stake  of  Zion  informs  us  of  the  good 
effects  which  have  followed  a  recent 
visit  of  himself  and  counselors  to  each 
ward  in  that  Stake. 

There  never  was  a  time  that  I  can  re- 
member when  there  appeared  to  be 
greater  need  of  the  leading  authorities 
in  the  Stakes  of  Zion.  as  well  as  the 
general  authorities  of  the  Church,  bring- 
ing strongly  before  the  people  the  abso- 
lute necessity  of  respecting  and  honor- 
ing the  Priesthood  of  the  Son  of  God. 
The  agitation  of  politics  has  had  a  re- 
markably strange  effect  upon  many  of 
the  people.  There  is  danger  that  many 
may  have  their  faith  undermined,  and 
perhaps  overthrown,  unless  they  are 
warned  and  repent  of  feelings  they  have 
indulged  in  and  remarks  they  have  made. 

Our  Heavenly  Father,  accompanied 
by  His  Son  Jesus,  came  to  prepare  the 
way  for  the  ushering  in  of  the  last  dis- 
pensation. Angels  were  sent  from 
heaven  who  held  the  keys  of  the  Aaronic 
and  Melchisedek  Priesthoods,  and  they 
ministered  unto  man.  In  this  manner 
the  Priesthood  was  restored  once  more 
to  the  earth.  The  result  is  that  the 
Church  of  Jesus  Christ  has  been  re- 
established upon  the  earth,  with  all  its 
officers  and  its  ordinances,  and  the 
ancient  gospel  in  its  purity,  with  the 
gifts  thereof. 
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Without  the  Priesthood  this  could 
not  have  been  done.  It  is  the  authority 
which  our  Heavenly  Father  bestows  and 
which  He  recognizes  as  possessing  the 
power  to  act  in  the  name  of  His  Son 
Jesus.  Through  this  authority  men  have 
traversed  the  different  continents  and 
the  islands  of  the  sea — illiterate,  humble 
men,  without  any  advantages  of  special 
training  such  as  ministers  of  various  de- 
nominations obtain — and  by  the  declar- 
ation, in  simple  language,  of  the  mes- 
sage with  which  they  have  been  en- 
trusted, accompanied  by  the  Spirit  and 
power  of  God,  there  have  been  thous- 
ands upon  thousands  of  people  gathered 
from  the  various  lands  which  have  been 
visited,  and  hundreds  and  hundreds  of 
thousands  been  warned  of  the  calamities 
and  judgments  which  the  the  Lord  has 
said  are  to  be  poured  out  upon  the  un- 
godly. 

The  men  who  have  held  this  Priest- 
hood have  been  fallible,  weak  and  im- 
perfect men,  subject  to  all  the  frailties 
of  human  nature;  but  they  have  been 
God's  messengers,  and  He  has  sustained 
them;  and  the  world  has  witnessed,  as 
a  result  of  their  labors,  the  most  mirac- 
ulous gathering  together  of  people  from 
all  the  quarters  of  the  earth  that  has 
ever  been   witnessed    since  the  creation. 

It  has  been  the  Priesthood  which 
they  received  that  has  been  the  cause  of 
their  success;  and  God  has  shown  that, 
however  weak  and  imperfect  a  man 
may  be,  if  he  will  seek  to  magnify  that 
Priesthood  God  will  honor  and  sustain 
him.  This  the  whole  histor}?  of  the 
Church  has  proved,  and  its  truth  has 
been  illustrated  by  innumerable  cases; 
while  on  the  other  hand,  innumerable 
instances  are  found  in  the  history  of  the 
Church  where  men  have  lost  the  Spirit 
of  God  and  gone  into  darkness  through 
treating  the  Priesthood  of  God  with 
contempt. 


In  the  early  days  of  the  Church  the 
Prophet  Joseph  gave  it  as  a  certain 
sign,  that  could  be  depended  upon,  that 
whenever  men  were  found  finding  fault 
with  and  murmuring  against  the  bearers 
of  the  Priesthood,  especially  those  whom 
God  had  chosen  to  lead  His  people, 
apostasy  would  inevitabl}'  follow,  if  not 
speedily  repented  of.  The  indulgence 
in  such  a  spirit  is  most  dangerous,  and 
has  been  attended  up  to  the  present 
time,  and  will  be  attended  hereafter, 
with  fatal  consequences  to  the  faith  of 
those  who  indulge  in   it. 

Men  have  said  concerning  servants  of 
God:  "Oh!  these  men  are  but  mortal; 
thej'  are  very  fallible,  and  they  are  as 
liable  to  do  wrong  as  anybody  else." 
This  may  be  true.  At  the  same  time 
God  does  not  sustain  those  who  imagine 
they  have  a  right  to  criticize,  find  fault 
with,  or  in  this  manner  condemn  His 
servants.  They  are  weak  and  fallible; 
but  they  bear  the  Priesthood.  The 
Priesthood  cannot  be  separated  from 
the  men;  and  in  attacking  the  men  it  is 
evident,  from  the  results  which  have 
followed  such  a  course,  that  the  Lord 
views  such  attacks  as  being  made  upon 
His  authority. 

We  were  gratified  to  learn  from  this 
communication  to  which  I  refer  that 
the  Presidency  of  the  Davis  Stake  had 
deemed  it  their  duty  to  warn  the 
Saints  against  speaking  evil  of  the 
authorities  of  the  Church;  and  we  judge 
from  the  communication  received,  they 
have  been  successful  in  calling  the  at- 
tention of  the  people  to  the  danger  there 
is  in  yielding   to  a  spirit  of  this  kind. 

If  Satan  can  only  destroy  the  confi- 
dence of  the  Latter-day  Saints  in  the 
Priesthood  which  God  has  bestowed, 
his  end  is  accomplished,  for  it  is  against 
the  Priesthood  that  he  has  made  un- 
ceasing warfare.      Much  blood  has   been 
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shed  under  his  instigation  for  the 
purpose  of  destroying  the  authorit)'  by 
which  the  Church  of  Christ  is  established 
and  the  great  works  of  God  are  accom- 
plished. 

The  Latter-day  Saints  should  reflect 
upon  this.  If  we  believe  that  our 
Father  in  heaven  has  visited  the  earth, 
to  open  this  dispensation,  and  has  sent 
angelic  messengers  to  bestow  the  Priest- 
hood upon  men,  can  we  suppose  that  He 
will  not  see  that  that  Priesthood  is  not 
misused,  and  that  the  men  who  bear  it 
do  not  use  it  for  wrong  purposes?  To 
have  any  other  idea  than  this  is  to  sup- 
pose'lhat  the  Lord  has  either  'gone  to 
sleep  or  taken  a  journey,  or  has  lost  His 
interest  in  the  great  work  which  He  has 

founded. 

The  revelations  of  the  Lord  through 
the  Prophet  Joseph  plainly  intimated  to 
him  and  to  the  Church  that  if  he  did  not 
do  right  he  would  be  removed.  President 
Young  often  told  the  people  that  the 
Lord  would  not  permit  him  to  lead  the 
people  astray.  Presidents  Taylor  and 
Woodruff  have  made  the  same  state- 
ment. And  that  which  is  true  concern- 
ing the  men  who  hold  the  keys  is  true  in 
relation  to  the  other  officers  of  the 
Church.  The  Lord  will  take  care  of 
His  people,  and  He  will  not  suffer  His 
work  to  be  thwarted.  When  men  stand- 
ing in  high  places  do  wrong  He  will 
deal  with  them.  He  will  not  suffer  them 
to  persist  for  any  length  of  time  in 
wrong-doing,  withdrawing  His  Spirit  and 
His  power  from  them,  and  removing 
them  out  of  their  places.  He  has  done 
this  in  the  past;  He  will  continue  to  do 
it  in  the  future,  until  the  Lord  himself 
shall  come  to  preside  over  His  people. 


AUTHORITY    TO   REBUKE   DISEASE. 

One  of  our  correspondents,  in  a  letter 
recently  received,    asks    some    questions 


concerning  the  article  which  appeared 
in  the  Juvenile  Instructor  of  January 
15th  last,  in  which  a  distinction  was 
made  between  rebuking  disease  in  the 
name  of  Jesus  and  in  the  authority  of 
the  Priesthood.  Our  correspondent 
sta'tes  that  he  does  not  understand  the 
difference  between  rebuking  in  Jesus' 
name  and  in  the  authority  of  the  Priest- 
hood. He  understands  that  women,  and 
even  children,  may  pray  to  the  Father 
in  the  the  name  of  Jesus  in  behalf  of 
their  sick  and  afflicted,  and  their  prayers 
be  answered;  but  he  understands  that  to 
rebuke  or  to  command  in  the  name  of 
Jesus  requires  the  exercise  of  authority 
from  Him,  or,  in  other  words,  the  auth- 
ority of  the  Priesthood. 

The  point  in  his  mind  seems  to  be 
whether  the  word  "rebuke"  can  be  prop- 
erly used  by  a  member  of  the  Church 
who  has  not  the  Priesthood. 

Now,  while  there  may  be,  and  doubt- 
less is,  some  force  in  the  point  which 
our  correspondent  makes  respecting  the 
use  of  the  word  "rebuke,"  we  neverthe- 
less think  that  a  member  of  the  Church, 
if  led  by  the  Spirit  so  to  do,  might  use 
the  name  of  Jesus  and  rebuke  a  disease 
or  the  power  of  the  destroyer.  Certainly 
it  could  do  no  harm  to  administer  and 
use  this  word  if  so  led;  though  to  satisfy 
those  who  might  have  scruples  upon 
this  point,  it  would  be  better  for  mem- 
bers of  the  Church  who  do  not  have  the 
Priesthood  to  ask  the  Father  in  the  name 
of  Jesus  to  rebuke  the  sickness. 

There  is  great  efficacy  in  the  use  of 
the  name  of  Jesus,  and  every  faithful 
member  of  the  Church,  in  times  of  dis- 
tress, sickness  and  peril  can  appeal  to 
it  for  help  and  deliverance.  An  illustra- 
tion of  the  power  of  the  name  of  Jesus, 
the  Son  of  God,  to  help  and  save  when 
called  upon,  even  in  moments  of  despair 
and  intense  anguish,  is  given   in  Alma's 
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recital  of  his  experience,  as  recorded  in 
the  36th  chapter  of  the  Book  of  Alma, 
from  the    17th  to  the  23rd  verse. 

And  it  came  to  pass  that  as  I  was  thus  racked  with 
torment,  while  I  was  harrowed  up  by  the  memory  of 
my  many  sins,  behold,  I  remembered  also  to  have 
heard  my  father  prophesy  unto  the  people  concerning 
the  coming  of  Jesus  Christ,  a  Son  of  God,  to  atone  for 
the  sins  of  the  world. 

Now  as  my  mind  caught  hold  upon  this  thought,  I 
cried  within  my  heart,  0  Jesus,  thou  Son  of  God,  have 
mercy  on  me,  who  art  in  the  gall  of  bitterness,  and  art 
encircled  about  by  the  everlasting  chains  of  death. 

And  now,  behold,  when  I  thous;ht  this,  I  could  re- 
member my  pains  no  more;  yea,  I  was  harrowed  up  by 
the  memory  of  my  sins  no  more. 

And  oh,  what  joy,  and  what  marvelous  light  I  did 
behold;  yea,  my  soul  was  filled  with  joy  as  exceeding 
as  was  my  pain ; 

Yea,  I  say  unto  you,  my  son,  that  there  could  be 
nothing  so  exquisite  and  so  bitter,  as  was  my  pains. 
Yea,  and  again  I  say  unto  you  my  son,  that  on  the 
other  hand,  there  can  be  nothing  so  exquisite  and 
sweet  as  was  my  joy  ; 

Yea,  me  thought  I  saw,  even  as  our  father  Lehi  saw, 
God  sittmg  upon  his  throne,  surrounded  with  number- 
less concourses  of  angels,  in  the  attitude  of  singing  and 
praising  their  God  ;  yea,  and  my  soul  did  long  to  be 
there. 

In  treating  upon  this  subject  we  must 
not  be  understood  as  saying  that  a  mem- 
ber of  the  Church,  whether  man  or  wo- 
man, has  the  right  to  rebuke  disease  in 
the  sense  and  with  the  same  authority 
that  those  do  who  bear  the  Holy  Priest- 
hood. 

The  Editor. 


WHAT  JENNIE  LEARNED  ONE  DAY. 

"There  is  more  power  in  a  soft  an- 
swer than  there  is  in  a  ton  of  gun- 
powder. " 

"Why,  mamma,  what  a  very  funnj'  re- 
mark, I  can't  understand  it'  Why,  a 
ton  of  gunpowder  would  blow  up  this 
whole  house,  and  words  could  not." 

"Well,  my  dear  little  girl,  that  is 
what  they  call  a  figurative  sentence;  but 
it  is  also  very  true,  for  often  kind  words 
will  do  more  wonderful  things  than  force 
can  ever  do. " 


That  afternoon  Jennie  was  going  to 
play  with  her  little  girl  friend,  Amy 
Lowe,  and  she  was  what  you  would  call 
a  spoiled  child.  Amy  was  the  only  little 
stranger  that  had  ever  come  to  the  Lowe 
home,  and  was  very  much  petted,  and 
not  being  blessed  with  such  a  very 
pleasant  disposition,  it  ofttimes  caused 
much  trouble  in  the  home. 

When  Jennie's  mamma,  Mrs.  Finch, 
tied  on  her  pretty  white  bonnet,  she  told 
her  to  be  verj'  careful  and  not  in  any 
way  intrude  or  annoy  Mrs.  Lowe.  With 
a  kiss  from  mamma,  she  bounded  away 
to  her  playmate's  home. 

She  rang  the  door  bell  but  no  answer 
came.  She  rang  again,  and  then  she 
heard  hurried  footsteps  coming  down 
the  stairs,  and  in  another  instant  the 
door  was  opened,  and  there  stood  Mrs. 
Lowe,  in  a  very  unhappy  and  excited 
way. 

"Why  Jennie,"  she  said,  "I  am  really 
glad  \'0U  have  come,  Amy  and  Carrie 
Flake  have  been  playing  together  and 
disagreed  over  their  play-things  and 
have  been  quarreling  very  badly,  and 
Carrie  threw  a  large  building  block  at 
Amy  and  hit  her  on  the  foot  and  she 
can  hardly  walk;  can't  you  hear  her  cry- 
ing." 

"Yes  I  can,"  said  Jennie,  "poor  Amy, 
I  am  very  sorry. " 

"Well,  come  up  stairs  to  the  nursery. 
Carrie  is  still  there,  and  I  will  try  and 
make  things  all  right  again,  and  then 
you  three  little  girls  can  have  a  very 
happy  time." 

Jennie  followed  Mrs.  Lowe  up  the 
broad,  lovelj'  staircase,  and  when  they 
entered  the  nursery,  she  thought,  oh 
how  could  any  one  quarrel  in  a  beauti- 
ful place  like  this!  There  were  about  a 
dozen  dolls,  cradles,  beds,  doll  car- 
riages, building  blocks,  picture  books, 
and    the    cutest     little    chairs    you    ever 


104 


THE  JUVENILE   INSTRUCTOR. 


saw.  Jennie  very  soon  became  interest- 
ed and  the  little  girls  all  seemed  to  be 
happ3'  again,  for  Jennie's  appearance 
had  caused  them  to  forget  their  old 
troubles. 

Carrie  was  just  going  to  tie  on  one  of 
the  dolls  a  pretty  little  blue  silk  bonnet, 
when  Amy  took  a  notion  to  it,  and 
asked  Carrie  to  let  her  doll  wear  it 
awhile. 

"Oh  no.  Amy,  I  have  already  got  it  on 
mj'  dollie,  you  let  her  wear  that  pretty 
white  lace  one. " 

Another  quarrel  seemed  to  be  start- 
ing, for  Amy  picked  up  Carrie's  doll  in 
a  very  quick  way,  and  said,  "If  you 
don't  let  me  have  it,  I'll  throw  your 
doll  out  of  the  window,  and  then  it  will 
die." 

Carrie  did  not  know  what  to  do,  she 
was  so  frightened  for  fear  her  best 
dollie  would  go,  that  she  trembled  all 
over;  Jennie  was  also  alarmed  and 
dreaded  to  see  the  pretty  doll  destroyed, 
but  yet  Carrie  was  stubborn  enough  not 
to  give  up  the  bonnet.  Amy  rushed  to 
the  window  and  opened  the  screen  and 
was  just  ready  to  throw  it  when  Jennie 
said,  "Oh  Amy,  wait,  please;  don't 
throw  the  doll  and  I  will  get  Carrie  to 
let  you  take  the  bonnet.  Oh  Carrie  be 
kind  to  Amy  once,  for  see  how  you  hurt 
her  foot,  and  then  jour  poor  doll  will 
not  fall  and  die. " 

"All  right,"  said  Carrie,  "here  is 
the  bonnet,"  and  soon  the  poor  dollie 
was  in  Carrie's  arms  feeling  quite  happy 
to  think  she  had  escaped  such  a  terrible 
fall. 

When  Jennie  went  home  she  was  tell- 
ing her  mamma  how  the  little  girls 
quarreled,  and  how  she  stopped  Amy 
from  breaking  Carrie's  doll. 

"Well  Jennie,"  said  her  mamma, 
"now  you  can  understand  why  there  is 
more  power  in  a  soft  answer    than   there 


is  in  a  ton  of  gunpowder,  for  a  ton  of 
gunpowder  would  never  have  stopped 
the  quarrel,  and  your  kind  words  did." 

"Yes,  mamma,  I  can  understand  it 
now,  and  I  think  I  have  learned  a  ver}' 
good  lesson. " 

Little  children  remember  Jennie's 
lesson.  When  you  are  angry  and  quar- 
reling and  want  to  stop  the  trouble,  just 
try  a  few  kind  words,  and  you  will  find 
that  this  will  do  more  good,  and  make 
30U  all  feel  better  than  to  say  a  great 
many  naughty  cruel  things. 

When  you  grow  up  to  be  men  and 
women  3'ou  will  do  well  to  always  re- 
member that  sentence  that  seemed  so 
queer  to  Jennie,  that  "there  is  more 
power  in  a  soft  answer  than  there  is  in 
a  ton  of  gunpowder." 


HOPE. 

Hope  is  the  soul's  bright  guiding  star. 
That  twinkles  in  the  darkest  night, 

And  sheds  her  influence  near  and  far, 
To  give  the  weary  wand'rer  light. 

The  past  may  have  been  scant  of  cheer, 
The  present  may  be  fraught  with  woe; 

But  hope  doth  make  the  future  clear, 
As  down  the  stream  of  life  we  go. 

When  sickness  saddens  hearth  and  home, 
Or  death  hath  wrung  the  bosom's  core, 

Hope  hangs  her  lamp  beyond  the  tomb, 
And  bids  us  pine  and  grieve  no  more. 

But  love,  and  faith,  and  truth  must  be 
The  pivot  where  our  hope  should  turn, 

And  focus  life  that  we  may  see 
The  claims  of  duty,  bold  and  stern. 

Hope,  magic  spark,  from  forge  divine, 
Emitted  by  misfortune's  blow; 

What  other  gift  from  heav'n  like  thine 
Can  soothe  our  troubled  souls  below  I 

Along  the  burning  sands  of  time, 

On  sorrow's  deserts,  parched  and  dry, 

With  cooling  draughts  of  grace  sublime, 
Thy  limpid  springs  stand   bubbling  nigh. 

We  praise  Thy  name,  kind,  loving  God, 
For  all  the  gifts  of  earth  and  heaven  ; 

But,  'midst  Thy  gifts  so  well  bestowed, 
No  grander  gift  than  hope  is  given. 


J.  C. 
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UNDER   A   SNOW=SUDE, 

"Harold,  you  must  hitch  'Bonnie'  to 
the  cart  and  drive  down  to  Red  Crag, 
and  bring  Daisy  and  Ross  home  to- 
morrow. I  am  getting  lonesome  without 
them.  " 

"I  thought  father  was  going  himself," 
replied  Harold,  putting  up  his  fishing- 
rod   regretfully. 

"He  intended  to  go,  but  Mr.  Shelton 
came  over  this  morning  and  took  him 
off  to  inspect  the  sheep  over  on  the 
other  range.  He  couldn't  go  now  before 
the  dav  after  tomorrow,  and  I  can't  wait 
so  long  to  see  them.  He  left  word  that 
you  should  go,  my  son." 

"All       right,        mother.  I'll       give 

'Bonnie'  an  extra  feed  of  oats  and  be 
ready  to  start  in  less  than  an  hour." 

"I'll  prepare  you  a  nice  lunch,  for 
you  can't  reach  your  uncle's  at  Red  Crag 
till  sometime  this  afternoon." 

"And  driving  always  makes  me  as 
hungry  as  a  young  mountain  lion!" 
laughed   Harold. 

"You  will  staj'  all  night  at  your  Uncle 
Dan's,  and  start  back  bright  and  early 
tomorrow  morning?" 

"Yes,     mother." 

The  Fletchers  lived  on  a  sheep  ranch 
up  in  the  Rocky  Mountains.  The  family 
consisted  of  the  father  and  mother, 
Harold,  a  robust  youth  of  fifteen,  and 
Daisy  and  Ross,  aged  ten  and  seven 
respectively. 

Mr.  Fletcher  was  half-owner  with 
Mark  Shelton  in  the  largest  and  most 
prosperous  sheep  ranch  in  that  part  of 
the  Rockies. 

The}'  were  thirty-five  miles  from  Red 
Crag,  a  thrifty  mining  camp,  where  Mr. 
Fletcher's  brother  Daniel  was  superin- 
tendent of  the  Ragged   Robin  mine. 

Dan  Fletcher  and  his  wife  were  very 
fond  of  children,  and,  having  none  of 
their  own,  had,  on  the  occasion  of  their 


last  visit  at  the  sheep  ranch,  begged  the 
'  loan  "  of  Daisy  and  Ross  for  ten  days  at 
least. 

Utterly  carried  awa)'  with  the  in- 
vitation, the  children  had  accompanied 
their  uncle  and  aunt  back  to  Red  Crag, 
where  they  were  petted  and  feasted  to 
their  hearts'  content. 

Although  Harold  found  them  well  and 
enjoying  life  in  the  highest  degree  at 
their  Uncle  Dan's,  Daisy  and  Ross 
were  both  very  willing  to  go  home, 
when  they  learned  the  object  of  his 
coming. 

After  an  earl)-  breakfast,  they  clamored 
into  the  cart  behind  "Bonnie,"  and 
started    up    the     gulch  toward  home. 

It  was  a  bright  day  in  the  middle  of 
March,  and  the  air  was  spicy  with  balm 
from  the  pines  and  balsams.  Mile  after 
mile  they  drove  along  the  old  trail, 
gradually  getting  higher. 

The  winding  canyon  became  more 
rocky  as  they  proceeded,  and  the  cedars 
and  pines,  clothed  in  their  everlasting 
green,  formed  a  picturesque  contrast 
with  the  vast  quantity  of  snow  above 
them  on  the  higher  slopes  and  rugged 
cliffs.  And  high  over  all  soared  an 
eagle,  in  slow,  majestic  circles.  Daisy 
and  Ross  were  very  happy,  and  chatted 
away  like  two  young  magpies,  asking 
Harold  a  hundred  questions  about  every 
thing  at  home.  Before  he  could  answer, 
they  would  refer  to  Red  Crag,  and 
launch  out  into  the  most  extravagant 
praise  of  Uncle  Dan  and  Aunt  Lina. 

Owing  to  their  having  eaten  a  very 
early  breakfast,  the  childrn  were  hungry 
and  demanded  lunch  before  they  had 
gone  half  their  long  journey. 

So,  at  about  half-past  eleven  o'clock, 
Harold  halted  "Bonnie"  near  a  pretty, 
clear  stream,  and  at  the  base  of  a  moun- 
tain that  towered  hundreds  of  feet  above 
them. 
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Unhitching  the  horse,  he  led  him  to 
the  stream  for  a  drink,  then  fed  him  on 
a  smooth  rock  near  by. 

While  "Bonnie"  was  eagerly  feasting 
on  his  oats,  Harold  took  the  lunch 
basket  which  Aunt  Lina  had  carefully 
filled,  and,  selecting  a  table-shaped 
boulder  on  the  bank  of  the  plunging 
brook,  he  spread  the  napkins  out  and 
placed  the  food  on  them. 

"Oh,  Harold,"  exclaimed  Daisy, 
clapping  her  hands  "It's  just  like  a 
picnic !  ' 

"Well  I'm  awful  glad  we  got  some- 
thing to  eat!"   remarked   little  Ross. 

"Then  come  and  sit  here  and  get  to 
work,"  said  Harold,  laughing,  "or 
'Bonnie'  will   beat  you  through  eating." 

With  appetites  whetted  to  the  keenest 
edge  from  their  long  ride  through  the 
pure  mountain  air,  Daisy  and  Ross  were 
soon  eating  away  like  two  young  gypsies 
that  had  been  kept  on  short  rations  for 
a  week. 

"Oh  I"  cried  Daisy,  looking  up  at  the 
top  of  the  frowning  mountains  above 
them,  "just  see  the  great  heaps  of  snow 
up      there!" 

"Bushels    and    bushels!"    said    Ross. 

"Yes,  tons  and  tons,"  added  Harold. 
"Enough  to  make  a  whole  regiment  of 
snow  men,  and  the  barracks  thrown  in." 

Their  eyes  were  turned  away  from 
"Bonnie,"  and  it  was  several  moments 
before  Harold  became  aware  that  the 
horse  had  snapped  his  halter  rein,  and 
was  wandering  off  down  the  stream. 

In  a  second  the  boy  was  on  his  feet 
and  was  running  down  the  trail  to  cap- 
ture the  horse.  But  "Bonnie"  was  in 
high  spirits  and  started  on  down  the 
canyon  in  a  brisk  trot. 

"Whoa,  Bonnie!"  called  Ha:old,  in 
his  most  commanding  voice. 

But  "Bonnie"  kept  right  on.  He  was 
in  no  mood  to  be  captured  easily. 


"He  acts  as  if  he  was  scared  at  some- 
thing," thought  Harold,  following  the 
runaway  at  a  good  pace. 

"Bonnie"  led  his  young  master  a 
chase  of  more  than  three  miles  before  he 
submitted  to   capture. 

When  at  last  Harold's  hand  did  grasp 
the  broken  halter  rein,  he  said,  in  a 
wondering  way: 

"  'Bonnie,'  that  was  a  queer  streak  for 
you  to  take.  I'll  not  scold  or  whip  you, 
though,  but  I'm  going  to  make  you 
carry  me  back  up  the  canyon,  and  at  a 
lively  canter,  too!" 

So  saying  he  sprang  on  the  horse's 
back,  and  started  him  up  the  trail  again. 

He  had  not  proceeded  far,  when  sud- 
denly, from  up  the  canyon,  right  in  the 
direction  of  the  place  where  he  had  left 
the  children  came  strange  sounds. 

What  could  they  mean?  The  sounds 
were  a  commingling  of  roarings  and 
crashings  that  were  appaling  to  hear. 

With  a  wild  apprehension  of  some 
terrible  happening,  the  nature  of  whicli 
he  could  not  even  imagine,  Harold 
urged  "Bonnie"  forward  over  the  rocky 
trail. 

But  before  he  came  to  the  turn  in  the 
canyon,  which  shut  the  place  where  they 
had  eaten  their  lunch  from  view,  the 
singular  crashing  sounds  had  ceased. 

Only  the  wliisper  of  the  winds  among 
the  cedars,  and  the  trickling  of  the 
silvery  water  over  the  rocks  in  its  rug- 
ged bed,  fell  on  Harold's  ears  as  he 
turned  the  point  of  the  jutting  boulders 
in   his  road. 

But  what  a  sight  met  his  eyes! 

The  slope  before  him  was  a  wreck. 
The  beautiful  pines  and  cedars  which 
had  nodded  to  him  as  he  sped  down 
the  canyon  to  catch  "Bonnie"  were 
crushed  or  splintered  under  an  ava- 
lanche   of    snow    and    rocks    that      had 
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descended  from  the  towering    mountain 
above. 

He  looked  hopelessly  up  the  trail 
where  he  had  left  the  cart  and  chilarer. 

Only  a  giant  mass  of  snow  and  shape- 
less, broken  trees  met  his  strained  gaze. 
Daisy  and  Ross  were  buried  beneath  it 
all! 

Harold  Fletcher  had  lived  long 
enough  in  the  Rockies  to  know  some- 
thing of  the  destructive  force  of  these 
awful  descents  of  snow,  known  in 
western  vernacular  as  snow-slides. 

It  was  with  a  sickening  feeling  that  he 
approached  as  near  as  he  dared  up  the 
devastated  slope. 

Slipping  from  the  horse's  back,  he 
began  trying  to  dig  a  path  toward  where 
he  had  left  the  children.  But  he  had 
nothing  with  which  to  work  except  a 
long  pole,  and  the  tears  blinded  his  e^-es 
so  constantly  that  he  made  but  slow 
progress  thorugh  the  great  bank  of  snow. 

When  Harold  had  left  Daisy  and  Ross 
they  were  just  finishing  their  lunch. 

As  he  disappeared  around  the 
boulders,  Daisy  put  the  fragments  into 
the  basket,  and  then  proposed  a  plan  for 
their  amu'=ement. 

"Now,  Ross,  while  Harold's  gone 
after  'Bonnie,'  let's  play  we're  explorers, 
and  get  some  pretty  stones  for  mamma's 
cabinet. " 

"All  right,  sister.    I'll  be  Columbus." 

And  the  little  fellow  ran  ahead, 
munching  away  at  a  piece  of  sponge 
cake. 

Not  finding  any  especially  pretty 
specimens  on  the  slope,  they  went  over 
to  the  foot  of  some  big  rocks  that  jutted 
upward  in  peculiar  shapes  under  the 
frowning  crags  of  the  great  mountain. 

"Oh,  look,  sister!"  cried  Ross.  "See 
this  queer  hole  down  under  the  rocks!" 

"Come      away,       quick,     Ross!"     said 


Daisy,  pulling  at  his  sleeve.  "There's  a 
bear  in  there,   I  just  know!" 

"Pooh!"  replied  the  young  discoverer, 
looking  up  with  contempt  at  his  sister. 
"That's  a  cave,  and  ain't  I  Columbus? 
I  ain't  afraid  of  bears — 'splorers  never 
are.      I'm  going  in  to  'splore    my  cave." 

And  in  spite  of  Daisy's  efforts  to  draw 
him  away,  Ross  stooped  down  and 
crawled  through  the  oblong  aperture 
into  what  proved  to  be  a  goodly-sized 
cavern,  extending  far  back,  in  irregular 
crooks  and  turns,  under  the  overhanging 
mountain. 

Daisy  followed  her  daring  little 
brother  into  the  passage  of  the  cave. 
She  did  not  feel  like  a  brave  explorer. 
Her  heart  was  beating  uncomfortably 
fast,  for  at  every  step  she  feared  to 
hear  the  growl  of  a  bear  or  the  snarl 
of  a  mountain  lion. 

Suddenly,  muffled,  crashing  sounds 
came  from  without,  and  in  another 
moment  the  cavern  became  as  dark  as  a 
dungeon. 

In  silent  terror,  the  little  explorers 
clung  to  each  other  and  felt  their  way 
back  to  the  entance,  only  to  find  it 
blocked   up  with    snow. 

"There's  been  an  awful  storm,  and  the 
snow  has  shut  us  in,  and  we'll  never  get 
out,"  said  Daisy,     beginning  to  cry. 

The  situation  was  very  serious,  indeed, 
and  Ross  let  a  few  tears  fall,  in  sym- 
pathy; but  quickly  deciding  that  Colum- 
bus would  never  have  shown  such  weak- 
ness in  a  like  position,  the  little  man 
answered,  bravel}': 

"Don't  cry,  sister!  We  can  tramp 
the  snow  down  and  get  out.  That's 
the  way  'splorers  do,  when  they  get 
caught  like    us.      See!" 

And,  with  his  little  stout  boots,  he 
began  kicking  the  snow  to  right  and  left, 
in  a  very  reckless  fashion. 

When    he    reached    the      opening,    he 
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pushed  his  head  through  into  the  snow 
without;   but  he  speedily  drew    it    back. 

"Ugh!"  he  exclaimed.  "There's  lots 
more  snow  than  I   thought." 

He  was  almost  tempted  to  ask  his 
sister  to  be  Columbus  awhile  and  go 
ahead.  She  was  nearly  two  and  a  half 
years  older.  Then  he  thought  of  what 
might  come  up  afterward,  if  he  yielded 
the  position  of  honor  to  her  this  time. 

"Let  me  try,  Ross,"  said  Daisy, 
gathering  courage  from  the  young 
discoverer. 

"No"  he  objected,  pushing  her  gently 
back  from  the  aperture.  "It's  not  so 
bad.     I   guess.      I'll  try  again." 

It  required  more  than  one  attempt 
however,  on  the  part  of  Ross  to  displace 
enough  snow  to  clear  the  opening,  so 
that  he  and  Daisy  could  crawl  out;  but 
at  last  they  stood  without  the  cave, 
gazing  about  them  in  a  very  bewildered 
manner. 

The  mountain  overhung  the  approach 
to  the  cave,  in  such  a  way  that  com- 
paratively little  snow  had  been  whirled 
within  the  concavity;  but  gigantic  walls 
of  glistening  white  hemmed  them  in  on 
every  side,  except  their  granite  back- 
ground. 

The  peculiar  formations  of  projecting 
rocks  before  them  had  served  as  solid 
breastworks  in  opposing  the  entrance  of 
much  snow.  All  that  had  got  into  the 
hollow  between  the  rocks  and  mountain, 
and  into  the  aperture  of  the  cavern, 
had  fallen  in  from  above  while  the 
snow-slide  was  making  an  active 
descent. 

A  pine  tree  had  fallen  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  form  an  inclined  plane,  its 
shattered  top  resting  securely  in  the 
jagged  apex  of  one  of  the  projecting 
rocks. 

Up     this      the    bold     \oung    explorer 


proposed  climbing,  to  get  a  view    of  the 
scene  beyond. 

With  a  boost  from  Daisv,  Ross  was 
soon  scaling  his  wa\-  upward  among  the 
scraggy  branches  of  the  fallen  pine. 

When  the  little  fellow  had  reached  the 
top  he  could  only  gaze  in  wide-eyed 
amazement  at  the  wild  scene  that  met 
his  vision.  When  at  last  he  had  re- 
covered from  his  surprise  sufficiently  to 
speak  he  called  back  to  Daisy: 

"Oh,  sister!  There's  come  the 
awfulest  snow,  and  it's  smashed  down 
all  the  pretty  trees.  " 

"Where's  Harold?"  Daisy  called  up 
to  the  hardy  little  lookout. 

"Don't  know. " 

"Can't  you  see  him?" 

"No.  Oh!  I  see  'Bonnie'  down  by 
the  creek;  and  there's  a  pole  working  in 
the  snow.  It's  Harold!  He's  trying  to 
dig  out  the  old  cart.  Well,  isn't  this 
jolly!  I  don't  mind  playing  Columbus, 
only  its  getting  awful  chilly  up  here!" 

Elevating  his  voice  to  his  highest 
key,  he  called: 

"Oh,  Harold!     Harold!" 

Harold  heard  and  looked. 

"How  did  you  get  up  there?"  he 
cried. 

"Climbed  up!"  shouted  back  the  ex- 
plorer,  very  proud  of  his  achievement. 

"Where's   Daisy?" 

"Down  here  by  my  cave.  We've  just 
been  'sploring  a   little!" 

Harold  brushed  away  a  few  tears  of 
joy;  then  he  began  to  stud\'  how  he 
could  best  effect  a  rescue  of  the  snow- 
buried  children. 

Mounting      'Bonnie,'    he    crossed    the 
creek  and    made  a    wide    detour    of    the 
slope,   coming  out  on   the    trail   beyond 
leading  on  toward  the  ranch. 

Then  he  set  to  work  making  a  path 
again,  at  the   base    of  the    mountain    to 
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the     hollow,     where     Daisy     and      Ross 
awaited   him. 

It  was  slow  work,  but  with  much 
energetic  pounding  of  the  snow  with 
poles,  and  with  much  patient  trampina; 
of  it  with  his  feet,  the  path  was  com- 
pleted and  the  little  explorers  were 
rescued  from  the  retreat  which  had 
saved  them  from  a  terrible  death  under 
a  snow-slide.  C.   S. 


BURIED  IN  A  COALHINE. 

In  the  month  of  March,  1852,  I  at- 
tended a  conference  of  Latter-day  Saints, 
held  in  a  large  room  in  the  new  market, 
Newcastle- upon-T}ne,  Northumberland, 
England.  It  was  a  lovely  Sabbath  day, 
and  the  smiling  countenances  of  the 
brethren  and  sisters  as  they  kindly 
greeted  each  other  with  a  hearty  shake 
of  the  hand,  was  a  sight  worth  remem- 
bering. At  that  time  it  was  a  great 
treat  for  the  Saints  to  receive  a  call 
from  an  Elder  just  from  Utah,  and  on 
that  day  it  was  our  happy  lot  to  have 
meet  with  us  Elder  Daniel  Gam,  who 
was  on  his  way  to  Germany,  on  a  mis- 
sion. 

For  some  time  previous  to  my  attend- 
ing this  conference  I  had  a  strong  desire 
to  be  gathered  with  the  Saints  in  Zion 
and  receive  of  the  blessings  of  the  new 
and  everlasting  covenant  for  myself  and 
my  friends,  both  the  living  and  the 
dead.  At  the  same  time  I  was  troubled 
with  a  feeling  as  if  some  dreadful  thing 
would  happen  to  me,  and  I  would  not 
have  the  privilege  of  going  to  Zion,  but 
that  I  would  lay  my  body  down  in  old 
Babylon;  and  this  feeling  gave  me  much 
uneasiness,  especially  as  I  had  no  reason 
why  it  should  be  so.  I  concluded  I 
would  reveal  my  feelings  to  Brother 
Garn,  privateh',  as  I  felt  in  doing  so,  I 
would  get  a  blessing. 


At  the  close  of  the  evening  services, 
I  spoke  to  Brother  Garn  and  told  him 
how  I  was  feeling,  and  after  talking 
some  time  on  the  subject,  he  finally 
said,  "If  you  will  do  as  I  tell  you,  I 
promise  you,  in  the  name  of  the  Lord, 
you  will  not  lay  your  body  down  in  this 
country,  but  you  will  live  and  be  gath- 
ered with  your  family  to  the  land  of 
Zion:  }'ou  must  pray  in  secret  to  the 
Lord  and  make  known  unto  Him  your 
desires  in  righteousness  every  day  and 
as  often  as  you  can,  and  God  will  an- 
swer your  prayers. " 

I  returned  home  that  night  with  a 
grateful  heart  to  God  for  the  promises 
of  the  blessings  I  so  much  desired,  and 
with  the  help  of  God  I  was  determined 
I  would  seek  imto  the  Lord  for  a  fulfill- 
ment of  the  promises  made. 

On  the  2nd  of  August,  1852,  I  went 
to  my  work  as  usual,  I  being  a  coal 
miner.  The  vein  of  coal,  in  which  three 
of  us  were  working,  was  seven  feet 
thick  and  twenty  feet  wide.  On  the 
coal  was  a  layer  of  stone  three  feet 
thick,  and  required  very  strong  and  ver}' 
close  propping  to  keep   it  up. 

In  procuring  the  coal  we  left  two 
pillars  in  the  front  of  the  excavation  to 
keep  the  roof  up  while  we  cut  farther 
in.  My  partners  and  I  were  not  long  in 
getting  our  load  ready  to  take  out. 
When  all  was  cleared  I  told  my  partners 
to  go  back  and  I  would  take  out  the 
pillars.  They  did  so,  and  at  the  same 
time  warned  me  to  be  careful.  I  took 
out  the  first  pillar  all  right,  but  I  had 
onh'  struck  two  or  three  blows  on  the 
second,  when  it  seemed  as  if  the  whole 
roof  was  coming  down.  It  was  but  a 
few  seconds  before  I  found  myself  in  the 
midst  of  a  fall  of  many  tons  of  coal  and 
stone,  to  all  appearances  closed  in  the 
jaws  of  the  monster  death. 

I  instantly   realized    my  perilous  posi 
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tion  and  called  upon  the  Lord  to  spare 
my  life.  Immediately  I  felt  I  would  be 
delivered  in  answer  to  my  prayer. 

When  the  fall  took  place,  my  partners 
ran  and  gave  the  alarm,  and  in  a  very 
short  time  there  was  quite  a  number  of 
men  in  the  place  working  hard  to  get 
me  out.  The  first  man  that  came  into 
the  place  shouted,    "Where  are  you?" 

I  answered,  "Be  sharp!  be  sharp!  get 
my  head  clear.  I  am  suffocating!"  When 
he  got  down  to  my  head,  I  told  him  to 
take  me  by  the  hair  and  raise  up  mj' 
head  so  that  I  could  brtathe.  By  this 
time  there  were  a  dozen  men  in  the 
place,  doing  their  best  to  get  me  out. 

I  was  jammed  in  between  two  very 
large  rocks,  and  to  get  me  free  they  had 
to  use  picks,  and  in  doing  so  I  was  struck 
with  the  pick  several  times. 

As  soon  as  I  was  free,  the  men  took 
me  to  where  my  clothes  were  lying  to 
dress  me,  but  before  doing  so,  I  wished 
them  to  hear  me  up  on  my  knees,  while 
I  returned  thanks  to  my  heavenly  Father 
for  my  miraculous  deliverance  from 
death.  1  was  then  dressed,  and  the 
men  assisted  me  to  the  shaft  where  tlie 
cage  was  in  readiness.  I  was  taken  up 
and  once  more  landed  in  safety  on  the 
surface  of  the  earth,  and  the  feelings  of 
thankfulness  and  gratitude  which  I  felt 
on  beholding  the  light  of  day  and  the 
beautiful  sun  shining,  (it  being  about  5 
p.  m.,)    I   will  never  forget  while  I  live. 

1  remember  before  leaving  the  place 
I  took  a  look  at  the  heap  of  coal  and 
stone,  from  which  I  was  taken  and  said 
in  mj'  heart,  it  was  impossible  to  have 
been  buried  in  such  a  place  and  live, 
unless  it  was  by  the  saving  power  of 
Almighty  God,  which  1  know  protected 
me. 

A  remarkable  thing  connected  with 
the  accident  was  the  position  in  which  I 
was  lying,  when  the  men  began    to    dig 


me  out.  Before  the  fall  I  was  standing 
on  the  floor  of  the  mine,  with  a  pick  in 
my  hand,  and  when  found  by  the  men 
who  came  to  my  rescue,  I  was  lying  in 
a  nearh'  horizontal  position,  nearer  to 
the  top   than  to  the  floor. 

Now  to  conclude  I  wish  to  sa}-  my  mir- 
aculous deliverance  is  due  to  the  power 
of  God,  made  manifest  in  my  behalf; 
and  the  promise  made,  that  I  should 
live  and  be  gathered  to  the  land  of 
Zion  with  my  family,  was  verified. 

John  Hair. 


A  TYPICAL   CASE. 

(CONTINUED  FROM  P.tGE  57.) 

With  occasional  storm  and  long 
intervals  of  sunshine,  the  winter  melted 
into  spring.  Norwood,  keeping  out  of 
doors  when  the  weather  would  pemit, 
and  taking  frequent  strolls  about  the 
settlement,  became  unconsciously  in- 
terested in  the  lives  of  the  people  and 
more  tolerant  of  their  peculiarities  and 
limitations.  When  the  skies  were  clear 
and  the  way  not  too  slippery,  l\Iar\-  and 
he  resumed  their  rambles  in  the  hills, 
prolonging  them  as  the  daj's  lengthened. 
Norwood's  cough  was  unchanged,  and 
although  he  thought  he  breathed  more 
easily  and  he  was  no  longer  troubled 
with  hemorrhages,  he  had  resolved  from 
the  first  never  to  permit  himself  to  be 
preyed  upon  by  the  delusions  so  com- 
mon in  this  most  deceptive,  most 
capricious  and  most  insidious  of 
diseases,  which  invariabl)-  cheats  its 
victims  with  the  promise  of  recovery 
while  swiftly  bearing  them  to  the  tomb. 
Yet  he  noted  with  surprise  that  he 
had  acquired  a  hearty  appetite  and  was 
gaining  in  flesh. 

"Tomorrow,"  began  Mary  one  bright 
Friday'  afternoon  in  ^April  as  she  met 
Norwood  after  an  early  dismissal  of    her 
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school,  "tomorrow" — she  hesitated  and 
looked  searchingl}'  in  his    face. 

"Tomorrow — what?" 

But  what  she  had  seen  only  partly 
satisfied  her. 

"Tomorrow — shall  we  start  out  on  our 
tour  of  exploration  for  the  fern?  Do 
you  feel  able?" 

"Agreed  !"  cried  Norwood  heartily,  yet 
in  his  mind  there  was  a  troubled  reserve. 
To  penetrate  to  the  locality  where  the 
fern  was  reputed  to  grow,  it  would  be 
necessar}'  to  climb  higher  and  farther 
than  he  had  before  attempted,  and  to 
pass  the  spot  where  he  had  fallen 
bleeding  and  senseless  in  the  days 
before  Mary  had  joined  him. 

Tliey  started  out  at  daybreak. 
Meadow  larks  sounded  their  liquid  notes 
from  every  fence  rail,  and  the  air 
thrilled  with  twitter  and  song.  By  easy 
stages  they  made  the  ascent,  frequently 
resting  where  turns  in  the  path  develop- 
ed new  prospects  or  presented  the  glen 
in  the  novel  and  charming  aspect.  At 
one  of  these  stopping  places  Norwood 
suddenly  rose  and  looked  around  him. 
Close  to  his  feet  was  a  slab  of  porous 
sandstone  bearing  a  rusty  stain  which 
all  the  winter  rains  had  been  unable  to 
efface. 

"Is  the  climb  too  much  for  you?  You 
look  pale  and  tired.  Let  me  get  3'ou  a 
drink.  ' 

As  she  unslung  her  little  canteen,  he 
caught  the  sound  of  water  tinkling  over 
the  rocks  beside  the  trail.  In  an 
instant  Mary  was  back  again  with  a 
flowing  canteen.  Norwood  drank  deepl)'. 

"To  think  it  was  so  near  at  hand!" 
he  remarked  incoherently.  "You  could 
find  it,  but  I  would  have  perished  with- 
out discovering   it." 

Mar}'  looked  mystified,  but  she  asked 
no    questions.      That    was     one    of      her 


greatest    charms.       She      was      such      a 
comfortable  little  woman. 

In  a  little  glade  beyond,  they  stopped 
and  ate  luncheon.  It  was  long  past 
noon  when  they  came  at  length  to  a 
perpendicular  cliff  where  curious  hiero- 
glyphics were  traced  in  faded  red  paint. 
A  few  feet  above  the  trail  there  was  a 
dark  opening  in  its  face. 

"There  is  the  cav"!"  cried  Mary  joyfully. 
"And  oh,  look  up  in  that  pretty  cleft. 
It  is  the  fern!  the  fern!  and  there  is  the 
daintiest  little  pathway,  a  staircase  in 
the  solid  rock,  leading  directly  to  it. 
The  pre-historic  races  were  evidently 
botanists !" 

Far  above  their  heads  time  and  the 
elements  had  hollowed  a  tiny  hanging 
garden  in  the  cliff.  A  scraggy  mountain 
lilac  grew  there,  fragrant  with  bunches 
of  tiny  lavender  blossoms.  At  its  base, 
drooping  in  delicate  tracery  over  the 
rock,  were  clusters  of  pale  green  fronds. 

"Don't  try  to  climb  up  there,  Mary. 
It  is  too  steep.  You  might  slip.  I'll 
get  it  for  you. " 

But  the  girl,  agile  and  surefooted  as  a 
fawn,  was  alread)'  hastening  up  the 
winding  staircase.  She  stopped  to  call 
back  a  mischievous  defiance. 

"Too  late  I  don't  you  dare  to 
follow,  Dr.  Norwood.  I  want  the  best 
professional  skill,  in — case  I — shouldn't 
—  come — down — with     due      ceremon)'!" 

He  watched  her  scrambling  along  the 
ledge's  face.  The  path  up  the  rock 
looked  very  solid  and  safe,  but  she  was 
climbing  to  a  dizzy  height,  and  there 
was  nothing  but  rock  below.  He  held 
his  breath  as  he  waited.  She  had 
reached  her  goal,  had  gained  a  hold  on 
the  thorny  ceanothus,  was  carefully 
detaching  a  clump  of  ferns  and  tossing 
it  down  to  him  with  a  triumphant 
laugh.  She  was  cautiously  stepping 
downward  and  backward  to  find  the  next 
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foothold  below,  when  a  loose  slab  of 
rock,  detached  by  the  touch  of  her  foot, 
crashed  downward,  leaving  the  girl 
suspened  on  the  face  of  the  cliff,  her 
only  hold  the  slender  branch  of  the 
mountain  lilac. 

"My  Heavens!  Mary,  hold  on  till  I 
come!"  Norwood  cried,  springing 
toward  the  ledge. 

Mary  Wentworth  thought  quickly. 
The  bush  she  held  was  tough-fibred  and 
in  all  probability  would  sustain  her. 
But  what  might  be  the  consequences  of 
the  strain  upon  that  enfeebled  frame 
an  i  those  half-healed  tissues,  if  Nor- 
wood, with  an  uncertain  footing  on  the 
rock,  should  undertake  to  support  her 
weight  and  lower  her  to  a  place  of 
safety! 

She  turned  her  head  and  gave  him  a 
look  that  he  did  not  understand  b'-t  that 
he  never  forgot.  Then  she  shut  her 
eyes  tightly,  lonsed  her  hold,  and  fell, 
swiftl}',  horribly,  upon  the  rocks    below. 

She  opened  her  eyes  to  find  Norwood 
bsnding  over  her,  bathing  her  head  with 
water.     She  smiled  weakly. 

"It  is  nothing.  I  was  only  a  little 
sti'nned. " 

But  when  she  tried  to  rise,  she  gave 
a  cry    of  pain: 

"  My  arm  !" 

Norwood    stooped    and    examined    it. 

"It  is  broken.  A  simple  fracture. 
Thank  heaven  it  is  ori  worse!  I  must 
bind  it  up  as  well  as    I  can." 

He  helped  her  to  an  easifir  posture, 
then  bi'sied  himself  selecting  a  suitable 
piece  of  driftwood,  which  he  hacked  to 
the  proper  length  with  tlie  aid  of  his 
pocket-knife,  tht-n  laboriously  fashioned 
into  splints.  Handkerchiefs  and  nap- 
kins were  torn  into  strips  to  supply  a 
bandage.  When  he  had  finali\  set  the 
injured  member  and  had  converted  his 
silk  muffler  into  a  sling,  she  glanced  up 


at  him,  roguishly  recalling  her  parting 
speech  as  she  left  him.  to  climb  the 
cliff: 

"You  see  the  force  of  mj-  logic  now, 
Dr.   Norwood!" 

She  was  very  faint  and  weak.  She 
sipped  a  little  water  he  had  brought  her, 
then  rose  unsteadily  and  looked  about 
her. 

"Where  has  the  sun  gone?  What 
makes  it  so  dark  in  the   canyon?" 

"My  little  girl,"  said  Norwood,  laying 
his  hand  very  genth'  on  her  shoulder, 
"the  sun  has  gone  because  it  has  a 
mission  to  perform  on  the  other  side  of 
the  globe.      Night  is  coming  on." 

"Oh,  what  have  I  done!  We  must 
get  back.  We  will  start  at  once.  It 
will  never  do  for  you  to  spend  the  night 
up  here,"  cried  Mary,  with  a  great  fear 
of  the  consequences  of  her  own  rash  act. 

"Mar)',  it  is  out  of  the  question  for 
us  to  return  to  the  glen  tonight.  It 
would  be  a  very  perilous  undertaking  to 
try  to  make  our  way  down  in  the  dark- 
ness over  this  rough  trail  and  along  the 
edge  of  the  precipitous  gorges  we  have 
passed.  Should  we  give  out  on  the 
way.  we  could  find  no  comfortable 
shelter  like  this,"  and  he  waved  his 
hand  in  the  direction  of  the  ledge. 

"The  cave!"  said  Mary. 

"The  cave!"  assented  Norwood  cheer- 
ily. "I  think  we  shall  get  along  very 
cosily.  There  is  any  amount  of  drift- 
wood near  by,  and  1  have  matches  in 
my  pocket.  Thanks  to  your  provident 
spirit,  the  remnants  of  our  luncheon 
will  make  a  very  good  supper." 

Their  relations  seemed  suddenly-  to 
have  changed.  From  the  weak  invalid, 
the  object  of  other's  solicitude,  he  had 
suddenl}-  become  her  stout-hearted  and 
resourceful  protector.  He  helped  her 
into  the  cave,  floored  \\ith  dry  sand, 
the  result     of    centuries    of    rock    disin- 
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tegration.  It  was  small  and  dome- 
shaped,  and  through  a  crevice  in  the 
apex  they  could  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
sky. 

"A  natural  chimney!"  cried  Norwood, 
exultingly.  "Now  we  can  have  a  jolly 
camp  fire,  with  no  fear  of  suffocation." 

He  bustled  about,  securing  a  supply 
of  firewood  and  bringing  water  from  the 
brook.  Soon  they  were  sitting  before  a 
blazing  fire,  enjoying  a  dainty  meal 
spread  on  sycamore  leaves.  Supper 
over,  they  composed  themselves  for  the 
night  on  either  side  of  the  fire.  Nor- 
wood fell  asleep  like  a  tired  boy,  but 
Mary,  tortured  with  anxiety  lest  this 
night's  exposure  should  work  deadly 
results  to  the  invalid,  did  not  close  her 
eyes  till  long  past  midnight,  rising  and 
stealthily  replenishing  the  fire  at 
intervals. 

She  awoke  to  behold  the  sun  stream- 
ing in  at  the  entrance,  and  Norwood's 
figure  outlined  in  the  sunshine.  In  his 
hand  he  held  a  willow  twig,  strung  with 
mountain  trout. 

"Don't  make  me  tell  how  I  caught 
them  or  the  fish  commission  will  be 
after  me!"  he  warned  her.  "Only  bestir 
yourself,  my  lazy  little  housewife,  and 
prepare  our  breakfast,  for  my  skill  stops 
with  the  providing." 

"And  it  hasn't  killed  you,  sleeping  in 
the  open  air  without  an^-  covering  this 
chilly  night?" 

"On  the  contrary  I  slept  like  a  top, 
and  when  I  awoke  this  morning  a  load 
seemed  to  have  been  lifted  off  my  chest," 
returned  the  young  man  seriously. 
"I'm  going  to  try  an  experiment,  Mary, 
and  move  m\-  bed  out  upon  the  balcony 
at  Frazer's. 

"And  vou  really  mean  to  go  into  the 
Lord's  sanctuary  today,  and  teach  the 
gospel  to  those  innocent  children.  Miss 
■Wentworth?"     demanded     Mrs.     Frazer, 


as  Mary  made  her  appearance  at  the 
door  of  the  little  parlor  that  afternoon, 
having  accomplished  the  laborious  feat 
of  performing  her  ablutions  and  chang- 
ing her  garments  with  a  single  hand. 

"Oh  I'm  feeling  nicely  now," 
answered  the  girl  innocently.  "My 
arm  is  really  not  at  all  painful.  Dr. 
Norwood  says  it  is  a  beautiful  fracture, 
of  the  simplest  and  most  thorough  type. 
By  the  wa}-,  Mrs.  Frazer,  he  intended 
going  down  with  me,  but  I  think  he 
laid  down  for  a  nap  after  dinner,  and 
he  has  evidently  overslept.  He's  tiretl 
out.      Don't  wake  him!" 

"I'm  likely  to!"  was  the  lady's  caustic 
rejoinder.  "Thank  you.  Miss  Went- 
worth,  I'm  not  that  kind  of  a  woman'" 

Why  should  her  landlady  speak  so 
sharplv  and  bitterly,  over  such  a  little 
matter?  She  had  received  the  girl  with 
scant  courtes}'  that  morning,  when  they 
had  come  down  from  the  mountains, 
while  to  Norwood  she  had  vouchsafed  a 
pitying  patronage.  Mr.  Frazer,  singu- 
larlv  cowed  and  embarrassed,  'lowed  that 
he  didn't  organize  no  expedition  to  go 
out  and  hunt  them  the  previous  night 
because  he  thought  they  was  old  enough 
to  take  care  of  themselves,  and  his 
"azmy"  hampered  him  so.  He  had 
bestowed  his  heartiest  condolence  upon 
Marv  when  apprised  of  her  accident, 
but  his  wife  had  viewed  the  bandaged 
arm  skeptically  and   made   no    comment. 

Marj'  was  besieged  with  inquiries 
when  she  made  her  appearance  at 
church  with  her  arm  in  a  sling.  The 
simple  tale  of  her  night's  adventure 
thrilled  the  children,  while  from  their 
elders  she  received  the  heartiest  sym- 
pathy. Mrs.  Staples  the  blacksmith's 
plump  little  wife,  hung  over  her  after 
services  were  over,  unspoken  anxiety'  in 
her  kind  blue  eyes. 

"Are    you    sure    you     will     get    along 
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comfortably  at  Frazsr's,  Miss  Went- 
worth?  I  don't  see  how  you  can  wait  on 
yourself  with  your  arm  helpless;  and 
Mrs.  Frazer — Mrs.  Frazer's  such  a  busy 
woman. " 

"Oh,  I  shall  get  along  famously  with- 
out taxing  Mrs.  Frazer,"  answered  the 
girl.  Dr.  Norwood  promises  me  I  may 
have  the  splints  taken  ofl  in  three  or 
four  weeks,  and  I  can  use  my  hand  a 
little  now. " 

On  her  way  back  Mar}-  encountered  her 
landlady,  sallying  forth  on  a  round  of 
calls  through  the  settlement.  The  good 
woman's  face  was  the  picture  of  right- 
eous indignation,  and  she  only  recognized 
the  girl  with  a  stony  stare  and  a  slight 
inclination  of  her  Sunda\-  bonnet. 

"What  can  it  mean?  How  have 
I  offended  her?"  puzzled  the  young 
woman,  for  although  she  did  not  par- 
ticularly prize  Mrs.  Frazer's  friendship, 
it  was  very  diconcerting  to  receive  such 
treatment. 

Her  question  was  not  to  be  long  left 
unanswered.  The  next  morning  Mary 
found  herself  served  with  a  sumptuous 
breakfast,  the  product  of  Mrs.  Frazer's 
best  culinary  skill:  such  a  repast  as 
might  be  served  to  a  condemned  crimi- 
nal when  the  hour  of  his  execution 
draws  nigh.  After  the  meal  was  over 
Mary  was  invited  into  the  little  parlor, 
where  the  lady  of  the  house,  stern  and 
self-righteous,  awaited  her. 

"Answer  me  one  iiuestion.  Miss 
Wentworth.  Are  you  engaged  to  Dr. 
Norwood?  Are  you  going  to  be  his 
wife?" 

"I  really  cannot  say.  He  has  never 
asked  me,"  replied  Mary  with  a  little 
ripple  of  embarrassed  laughter. 

"It's  no  laughing  matter,  "  retorted  the 
old  woman  angrily.  "l^ut  I  don't  want 
to  argue  the  point  or  go  into  matters 
that  it  ain't  becoming  a  lady    what    is  a 


lady  to  discuss.  I  tell  you  Miss  Went- 
worth, I  ain't  going  to  have  no  more 
such  carryings  on  from  my  house  which 
it  shall  be  respectable  so  long  as  I'm 
left  to  draw  the  breath  of  life  and  keep 
it  so.  As  for  the  doctor,  he's  a  young 
man,  feeble  of  health  and  easy  led  astray. 
He's  welcome  to  staj'  as  long  as  he  likes. 
But  the  sooner  you  get  another  boarding 
place,  the  better  I'll  be  satisfied." 

At  last  Mary  understood.  The  crimson 
blood  surged  into  her  face,  then  re- 
treated, leaving  it  colorless.  She  made 
no  reply,  but  quietly  went  out  of  the  door 
and  down  the  path  to  where  Norwood 
awaited    her. 

Quick  to  note  any  change  in  her 
face,  he  cried  out  upon  her    appearance. 

"Mar}-,  you  are  pale  as  a  ghost. 
How  is  }'0ur  arm?" 

"My  arm  is  doing  beautifulh-,  but  I'm 
growing  awkward.  I  gave  my  ankle  a 
little  wrench  on  the  doorstep.  It's  all 
right  now."  And  she  exerted  herself  to 
talk  gaily  and  brightly  until  the}'  parted. 

"Don't  come  for  me  at  the  usual  hour 
tonight.  I  have  a  good  deal  to  do  to- 
da}'.      I  shall  be  late.  ' 

When  the  last  pupil  had  lingeringly 
departed  that  afternoon,  Mary  sat  down 
to  her  desk  to  face  the  bitter  humiliation 
of  her  position,  and  to  decide  what  to 
do. 

As  she  went  back  over  all  the  inci- 
dents of  her  life  in  Bonnie  Glen,  begin- 
ning with  her  first  unexpected  advent, 
Norwood's  frank  surprise  and  their 
subsecjuent  association,  she  saw  only  too 
plainly  the  absurdly  compromising  light 
in  which  she  had  placed  herself  with  a 
people  who  knew  nothing  whatever  of 
her  antecedents,  to  whom  she  could  not 
bare  her  hidden  springs  of  action,  and 
whose  suspicions  she  was  powerless  to 
refute.  Mrs.  Frazer  had  doubtless 
spread  the  awful    tale    of    her    misdeeds 
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throughout  the  Glen.  To  what  friend 
dared  she  turn  in  her  distress? 

As  she  realized  her  perfect  helpless- 
ness and  loneliness,  her  head  dropped 
on  her  arms  and  she  gave  wav  to  bitter 
tears. 

She  did  not  see  the  door  pushed 
noiselessly  open,  and  the  woman  who 
stood  on  the  threshold  sorrowfully  re- 
garding her.  There  was  a  soft  step  up 
the  aisle,  which  she  did  not  hear,  and 
bonnie  little  Mrs.  Staples  had  taken  the 
girl  m  her  own  motherly  arms. 

"Dear  Miss  Wentworth,  did  she  dare 
say  an\thing  to  you?  Don't  trouble 
about  it  for  a  moment.  It  is  too  absurd 
to  dwell  upon.  We  all  know  that  un- 
happy woman's  bitter  tongue.  Every 
one  in  the  Glen  trusts  and  loves  you." 

It  was  quite  a  new  experience  for 
Mary  Wentworth,  high-spirited  and 
self-poised,  always  the  reliance  of 
others,  to  be  soothed  and  sustained  by 
another  woman,  and  so  warml}'  defend- 
ed from  the  malignant  shafts  of  gossip. 
But  it  was  very  comfortable.  She 
smiled   gratefidly  at  her  small  protector. 

"You  shall  not  stay  under  her  roof 
another  night,  Miss  Wentworth,"  her 
new-found  friend  went  on.  "There  are 
a  dozen  homes  in  the  Glen  where  )0u'd 
be  more  than  welcome.  Mrs.  Simonton 
always  hoped  you'd  come  to  her  if  you 
ever  got  tired  of  the  walk  up  to 
Frazer's.  But  I've  wanted  you  all 
along,  ever  since  I  had  the  first  glimpse 
of  your  sweet  face  as  you  came  in  on 
the  stage.  And  the  children  are  wild 
over  the  very  idea  of  having  you.  If 
you  thought  you  could  put  up  with 
their  noise,  I'd  try  to  make  it  just  as 
pleasant  as  I  could — " 

"Dear  Mrs.  Staples,  I  shall  be  so 
happy  to  be  with  you,"  said  the  girl 
with     unaffected      pleasure.        But      Dr. 


Norwood  must  not  know.  He  must 
never  guess. " 

"I  understand,"  said  the  little  woman 
softly,  busying  herself  to  pin  up  a 
loosened  coil  of  the  girl's  shining  brown 
hair  that  had  somehow  slipped  its 
leash.  This  little  occupation  made  it 
unnecessarj'  to  meet  the  girl's  eyes  just 
then,  and  Mary  was  very  grateful  for  it. 
Only  once  did  the  j  ovuig  matron  speak 
again,  while  she  deftly  wound  the  soft 
lock  around  her  hand  and  pinned  it  into 
place.      "Trust  me!"  she    said    cheerily. 

Norwood  met  them  at  the  door,  and 
the  small  woman  proved  herself  equal  to 
the  situation.  "Dr.  Norwood,"  she  said, 
"I  have  taken  Miss  Wentworth  captive. 
She's  going  to  stay  with  me  till  her 
arm's  entirely  well.  We  shall  hope  to 
see  you   often. " 

Yet  not  even  the  hearty  faith  of  Mrs. 
Staples  or  the  kind  inclination  of  the 
rest  of  the  villagers  could  wholly  silence 
the  inuendoes  suggested  by  one  woman's 
unclean  mind.  Village  gossip,  when 
once  started,  is  like  the  gossamer 
winged  seed  of  the  thistle,  apparently 
harmless  and  unsubstantial  3'et  with 
malignant  powers  dormant,  and  capable 
of  inflicting  countless  petty  stabs. 
Wherever  Mary  went,  she  was  conscious 
of  eyes  that  viewed  her  askance,  and 
when  she  walked  out  with  Norwood  she 
caught  significant  glances  that  were  only 
endurable  because  she  alone  knew  their 
import. 

When  small  strife  and  petty  scandal 
dominate  a  community,  an  omnipotent 
power  sometirHes  frees  it  from  bondage 
with  a  vital  shock.  Alread}'  the  grim 
shadow  of  coming  woe  frowned  upon 
Bonnie  Glenn. 

(TO  BE   CONTINCED.) 

Flora  Haines  Loueliead. 


Close  your  ears  to  slander. 
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Salt  Lake  City,  February  15,  1896. 


EDITORIAL  THOUGHTS. 


CONGREGATIONAL    SINGING. 

yJYE  ARE  glad  to  see  congregational 
^J^  singing  becoming  more  common 
among  us  than  it  has  been.  It  is 
a  beautiful  feature  in  the  worship  of 
God,  and  our  Creator  can  be  praised  as 
much  in  the  song,  if  it  comes  from  the 
heart,  as  in  any  other  form  of  worship. 
But  when  individuals  sing  in  a  congre- 
gational capacity  they  ought  to  sing 
with  their  hearts  as  well  as  with  their 
lips.  They  should  enjoy  the  sentiments 
of  the  h\mn,  and  their  voices  should 
blend  in  tuneful  harmon\-  and  in  thank- 
fulness to  our  Father  in  heaven,  whose 
praises  find  ixpression  in  their  songs. 

We  notice  in  some  congregations  an 
absence  of  hymn  books,  and  the  people 
stand  voiceless  and  witliout  joining  in 
an)-  manner  in  the  hymn  that  is  being 
sung,  and  wlien  the  h}-mn  is  ended 
appear  relieved  at  having  the  opportun- 
ity of  again  sitting  down.  When  sing- 
ing is  conducted  in  this  manner  it  is 
not  worship.  The  heart  is  not  engaged 
in  the  praise  of  God,  and  no  feeling  of 
thankfulness  can  swell  the  heart  of  one 
who  is  thus  indifferent. 

While  it  is  excellent  to  have  good 
choirs,  and  to  listen  to  the  delightful 
melody  which  their  voices  produce,  and 
feel  almost  entranced  by  the  sweetness 
and  power  of  their  voices,  and  imagine 
to  ourselves  how  the  heavenly  choirs 
must  delight  the  souls  of  those  who  lis- 
ten to  them,  still   public   worship    is  not 


complete  when  all  the  singing  is  done 
by  a  select  body  of  singers  and  the  con- 
gregation has  no  opportunit}'  of  joining 
in  the  music.  Choirs  frequently  sing 
anthems  which  it  is  not  possible  for 
the  congregation  to  join  in,  because  it 
requires  considerable  skill  and  training 
to  sing  them  properly;  but  this  is  not 
the  case  with  the  hymns  that  are  found 
in  our  hymn  book.  There  are  very  many 
familiar  tunes  which  the  congregation 
can  join  in  singing,  that  bring  back  very 
pleasant  memories  and  give  utterance  to 
those  feelings  of  joy  and  gladness  and 
thanksgiving  which  stiould  fill  the  bos- 
oms of  all  who  come  before  the  Lord  to 
worship. 

The  training  of  our  children  in  singing 
in  Sunday  schools  is  preparing  the  ris- 
ing generation  to  take  their  part  in  con- 
gregational singing;  and  this  practice 
should  be  cultivated  in  all  our  Simday 
schools.  \U  tne  children  in  the  schools 
should  be  required  to  join  in  the  sing- 
ing, to  take  interest  in  it,  and  to  become 
familiar  with  the  words  and  the  tunes. 
There  are  many  advantages  which  will 
follow  this  practice.  They  will  not  only, 
as  they  grow  older,  be  prepared  to  join 
in  congregational  singing,  but  they  will 
be  so  familiar  with  tunes  and  hymns 
that  they  can  have  appropriate  singing 
in  their  households. 

The  young  men,  when  called  to  go  on 
missions,  will  find  that  familiarity  with 
our  hymns  and  tunes  will  be  of  great 
service  to  them  in  preaching  the  Gospel 
and  in  gaining  the  ears  of  the  people. 
It  is  a  great  advantage  for  an  Elder  to 
be  able  to  sing  well.  Experience  has 
proved  that  an  Elder,  traveling  as  a 
missi-^nary,  who  has  a  good  voici  and 
knows  how  to  use  it  well,  can  secure 
attention  anti  kindness  and  entertain- 
ment when  perhaps  another  not  so  gift- 
ed might  be  ttirned  away  or  not  listened 
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to.  For  this  reason,  if  for  no  otlier, 
our  young  men  should  cultivate  their 
voices  and  learn  to  sing.  And  there  is 
scarcely  anyone  who  cannot  be  taught 
to  sing.  Of  course,  some  will  excell 
others;  but  those  familiar  with  teaching 
vocal  music  assert  that  there  is  no  voice 
so  poor,  or  no  one  so  destitute  of  tune, 
that  he  cannot  learn  to  sing  if  he  will 
bestow  enough  care  and  labor  upon 
acquiring  a  knowledge  of  tunes. 

We  hope  to  see  more  attention  paid 
to  this  form  of  worship,  and  the  congre- 
gations of  the  Saints  take  more  interest 
in  singing — to  sing  with  spirit  and  with 
their  hearts  engaged  in  the  praise  of 
God  through  the  words  of   the  hymns. 


SAVING    AMEN. 

There  is  another  practice  that  ought 
to  be  maintained  among  us:  it  is  the 
saying  of  "Amen"  in  an  audible  voice 
after  prayer  has  been  offered  in  the  con- 
gregation. 

The  Church  in  early  days  was  taught 
that  this  was  an  acceptable  practice  in 
the  sight  of  God.  It  was  expected  that 
every  member  of  the  Church,  when 
prayer  was  offered,  would  in  an  audible 
voice  say  "Amen"  at  the  conclusion  of 
the  prayer — in  effect  saying  to  the  Lord 
that  the  prayer  that  had  been  offered 
was  their  prayer. 

In  many  congregations  in  places  where 
we  visit  we  find  that  this  practice  has 
almost  fallen  into  disuse.  Sometimes  at 
the  conclusion  of  a  public  prayer  scarce- 
ly a  sound  can  be  heard  from  the  con- 
gregation. This,  we  think,  is  great 
neglect,  and  it  should  be  corrected.  The 
practice  that  we  have  been  taught  from 
the  beginning  as  the  proper  one,  should 
be  maintained. 

Our  children  should  be  taught  to  say 
Amen  when    a    blessing    is  asked  at  the 


table,  or  when  prayers  are  offered  in  ttie 
Sunda}'  school  or  in  the  family  circle; 
and  the  same  should  be  done  in  the 
public  congregations.  In  this  wa}'  we 
can  witness  unto  the  Lord  that  we  are 
interested  in  having  the  prayers  that 
are  offered  heard  and  answered;  and  we 
may  rest  assured  it  will  be  more  accep- 
table to  the  Lord,  because  in  doing  this 
we  displa}'  an  interest  in  the  objects 
that  are  prajed  for. 


A  VERY  EVENTFUL  DAY. 

"Yes,  Dick,  mama  says  I  can  go 
fishing  in  the  morning.  1  am  so  glad, 
as  she  never  does  like  me  to  be  around 
water  much,  hut  she  says  )'ou  are  much 
older,  and  used  to  going,  so  there  will 
be  no  danger." 

"All  right,  Harry.  Now  you  must  be 
up  good  and  early,  and  as  you  say  your 
little  baby  brother  always  cries  o"t,  long 
before  the  roosters  begin  to  crow,  just 
use  him  for  an  alarm  clock  and  jump 
out  on  the  first  signal  given." 

Harry  went  to  bed  very  early  that 
night,  and  it  seemed  to  him  at  times 
that  the  baby  had  given  up  that  un- 
comfortable habit,  just  to  spoil  his 
day's  pleasure.  But  sure  enough  here 
came  the  cry,  and  it  was  so  dark  Harry 
could  hardly  find  his  clothes.  He  got 
them  on  some  way  and  thought,  "Well, 
if  you  have  to  get  up  in  the  middle  of 
the  night  to  get  a  day's  fun,  I  think  a 
very  few  days  will  be  enough  for  me." 
Harry  changed  his  mind  though,  when 
he  was  riding  along  with  Dick  Marshall 
in  his  little  cart. 

The  pure  morning  air  made  him  feel 
so  well  and  strong,  and  the  grass  and 
trees  looked  so  grand  and  pretty;  and 
oh  what  a  pretty  world  it  was  when  the 
sun  began  to  rise'  he  thought  then    that 


118 


THE  JUVENILE   fNSTRUCTOR. 


if  every  litttle  boy  and  girl  knew  how 
good  it  would  make  them  feel  to  get  up 
early,  that  nearly  all  the  beds  in  the 
land  would  be  empty  by  this  time. 

Now  they  had  just  come  to  the  mouth 
of  the  canyon.  Oh  did  it  not  look 
strange,  those  great  high  mountains! 
Thev  looked  like  great  big  castles  he 
had  read  about  in  story  books,  and  he 
■wondered  if  he  climbed  one  of  them,  if 
he  would  not  find  the  giant  and  giantess 
that  Jack  found  when  he  climbed  the 
bean-stalk. 

Now  he  began  to  feel  like  he  could 
hear  the  breakfast  bell  ringing  at  home, 
or  rather  wished  some  good  fairy  would 
send  down  a  good  big  breakfast  right 
then  and  there,  when  Dick  took  out  his 
watch  and  said,  "Yes,  about  time  for 
breakfast. 

"Whoa  there,  Dandy.  Here's  a  fine 
place  to  camp. " 

Dick  told  Harry  to  gather  some 
sticks,  and  soon  there  was  a  bright  fire, 
a  coffee  pot  boiling,  eggs  and  bacon 
cooking,  and  a  nice  hot  cake  read}'  to 
take  out  of  the  bake-oven.  Dick  was  an 
old  camper  and  knew  how  to  manage 
everything  in  the  mountains,  out  fishing, 
or  an\  other  place  where  there  were  not 
any  fine  carpets,  and  silk  curtains  and 
other  grand  things. 

Oh  my  what  a  good  breafast!  Harry 
thought  his  mama  and  Mary,  the 
housekeeper,  were  famous  cooks,  but 
nothing  ever  tasted  as  good  as  this 
before. 

They  had  eaten  all  the  hot  cakes;  the 
eggs  and  bacon  had  all  disappeared 
from  the  frying  pan,  and  nothing  was 
left  but  a  cup  or  two  of  coffee  and  that 
did  not  tempt  Harry,  so  old  Dandy  was 
led  away  from  the  grass  patch  she  had 
been  enjoying,  and  was  soon  in  the 
harness  jogging  along  at  a  quiet  gait. 

Harry  noticed  that   people  had    farms 


up  in  Provo  Canyon,  and  wondered  how 
they  made  everything  look  so  well. 
Pretty  soon  they  came  to  the  "Bridal- 
veil  Falls" — that  was  the  grandest  thing 
yet;  the  roar  of  the  water  splashing 
seemed  like  music  for  the  waves  that 
foamed  and  lashed  themselves  against 
the  rocks.  "Oh  I  wish  I  was  an  artist, 
a  painter  like  Sam  Jepperson,  I  would 
just  stay  here  until  I  got  all  this  beau- 
tiful canj'on  painted,  so  I  could  see  it 
every  time  I  wanted  to.  ' 

A  half  hour's  drive  brouoht  them  to 
the  fishing  ground,  and  now  his  sport 
seemed  to  be  complete.  He  got  his  line 
and  walked  quietly  along  by  Dick;  when 
Dick  put  his  line  in  the  water,  he  took 
out  his  pipe  and  began  to  smoke  in 
silence.  They  sat  there  on  some  rocks 
eagerly  watching  for  the  lines  to  move. 
Jerk,  jerk,  went  Dick's  line,  he  began 
pulling,  then  it  went  slack,  Dick  looked 
worried,  then  another  jerk,  and  a  lovely 
trout  was  lying  on  the  grass,  jumping 
and  twisting   about. 

Harry  did  not  have  much  luck,  and 
every  time  Dick  would  pull  out  a  fine 
trout,  he  would  almost  feel  jealous  of 
his  good   fortune. 

Late  in  the  afternoon,  just  as  they 
were  thinking  it  was  time  to  have  an- 
other fry  of  fish,  and  then  get  ready  for 
home,  Harry  felt  a  tug  at  his  line;  he 
began  to  pull,  then  feared  his  line  was 
not  strong  enough,  for  he  imagined  it 
would  be  a  monster,  but  one  more  jerk 
and  another  pull,  and  sure  enough  out 
came  a  trout.  Oh  my  how  big  Harry's 
head  felt!  and  he  wondered  if  his  hat 
would  stay  on  while  he  was  going  home. 

Well  that  was  not  the  last  of  his  luck, 
for  when  they  started  to  get  supper  he 
had  two  good  sized  trout,  and  three 
little  ones  on  his  string.  After  they 
had  eaten  all  the  fish  that  was  fried, 
they    started     home,     and    Harry  was  so 
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glad  to  know  he  could  see  the  beautiful 
canyon  once  again.  While  the'*'  were 
driving  along  and  talking  of  their  day's 
sport,  old  Dand}'  began  to  prick  up 
his  ears,  and  act  rather  queer.  "Why 
what's  the  matter,  said  Dick,  and  he 
jumped  out  to  see  if  some  part  of  the 
harness  was  not  broken,  but  no,  that 
was  all  right,  so  he  looked  around  and 
saw  a  big  camp  fire,  and  near  it  about 
a  dozen  Indians.  As  soon  as  the 
Indians  saw  them  they  came  towards 
them  and  asked  for  bread  or  sugar,  so 
Dick  having  some  left,  and  not  having 
any  need  of  it,  gave  it  to  them.  While 
getting  at  the  food  the  Indians  saw  the 
fish  and  wanted  some  of  them,  too;  but 
Dick  would  not  give  them  up  and  they 
started  to  get  angry.  Dick  did  not 
know  what  to  do,  so  he  thought  a 
moment  and  then  said,  "Heap  men 
coming  back  there  with  big  guns,  got  to 
save  fish  for  them,  now  go  away,  as 
they  shoot,  quick,"  and  he  motioned 
with  his  hands  how  they   would  do. 

The  Indians  started  to  run  as  fast 
as  they  could,  and  were  soon  on  their 
horses  finding  another  camping  ground. 

Dick  and  Harry  laughed  heartily  over 
this  adventure  and  thought  that  if  they 
did  tell  a  falsehood  they  would  be 
forgiven,  for  the  trout  would  do  the 
folks  more  good  than  the  Indians.  As 
they  rode  past  the  farm  houses,  Harry 
saw  a  red  flag  waving  on  a  long  pole. 
"Why  what's  that  for?"  he  asked. 

"  I  guess  some  one  needs  some  help, 
that's  a  danger  signal.  Well  my  little 
man  we  will  have  to  go  and  see  what  is 
the  matter.  ' 

As  they  reached  the  house,  they 
heard  some  moans,  and  as  they  entered 
saw  a  sick  boy  lying  on  a  cot,  and  a 
poor  woman  leaning  over  him.  "Oh 
some  one  will  come  soon  to  help  us, 
and     the     folks    will    soon    return;     God 


won't  let  us  die  here  like  this  I  know,' 
said  the  woman.  When  she  had 
finished  speaking  she  looked  around, 
and  saw  the  two  persons;  she  threw  up 
her  hands  and  said,    "Thank  God!" 

She  told  them  her  husband  had  been 
away  for  over  a  week,  and  a  man  who 
had  promised  to  bring  them  some  pro- 
vsions  had  never  been  seen,  and  they 
were  starving,  and  her  boy  was  grow- 
ing worse. 

"Well,  "said  Harry,  "I've  got  a  string 
of  trout  and  so  has  Dick,  also  some 
flour,  and  you  can  have  that  and  we 
will  tell  Marshal  Knight  about  you  \yhen 
we  get  to  Provo  and  they  will  soon  bring 
you   food   and   help." 

"You  are  a  good-hearted  little  man  and 
God  will  bless  you,  for  I  have  nothing 
to  give  3'ou  in  return  for  your  kindness. 
You  have  saved  our  lives,  and  perhaps 
some  day  I  can  make  you  happy." 

They  emptied  the  contents  of  their 
grub  box  and  put  it  all  on  the  table. 
"What  a  blessing,"  said  Dick,  "that 
the  Indians  did  not  get  away  with  the 
fish,  for  they  will  do  these  people  lots 
of  good. " 

It  was  nearly  dark  when  Harry 
reached  home,  and  after  he  had  told  his 
parents  about  his  many  adventures,  he 
said,  "Well.  I  have  had  a  good  time 
fishing,  got  frightened  nearly  to  death, 
and  done  some  good  in  the  world,  too, 
so  I  think  this  has  been  a  very  eventful 
day,  and  one  I  will  remember  a  long 
time. " 

When  Christmas  came  around  that 
year  a  large  basket  was  found  sitting  on 
the  front  porch  very  early  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  on  it  was  tied  a  card  witli  the 
words,  "For  Harry  Simpson."  Upon 
opening  it  were  found  some  lovely  red 
apples,  pears,  dried  grapes,  dried 
prunes,  and  a  little  jar  of  elder  berry 
jam,  and  at  the  bottom  of  the  basket  was 


120 


THE  JUVENILE  INSTRUCTOR. 


a  letter  from  the  folks  of  the  farmhouse, 
thanking  him  for  his  goodness,  and 
telling  him  that  their  son  was  alive  and 
well,  also  asking  him  when  summer 
came  again  to  come  up  and  see  them, 
and  they  would  give  him  a  good  day's 
fun  and  outing. 


HOW     ROB     WAS    SAVED     FROM 
DROWNING. 

Robert  Simpson,  a  son  of  Thomas  J. 
Simpson,  owes  his  life  to  the  intelli- 
gence of  his  pet  dog  "Jack.  "  Saturday 
morning  Rob,  tempted  by  the  glassy, 
newly-formed  ice,  put  on  his  skates  and 
started  out  for  a  morning's  sport  on  the 
inviting  and  treacherous  surface.  All 
went  well  until  Rob  had  fun  enough, 
and  was  skating  in  toward  the  shore  to 
take  off  his  skates.  When  about  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  beach,  and 
directly  opposite  his  father's  house,  he 
broke  through  the  ice,  and  was  in 
danger  of  drowning. 

Now,  when  the  skater  started  out  in 
the  morning,  his  dog  "Jack"  wanted  to 
go  along,  and  it  was  with  difficulty  that 
he  could  be  kept  at  home.  After  the 
boy  had  gone  "Jack"  trotted  up  and 
down  the  beach  and  watched  his  master 
skim  about  the  smooth  surface.  When 
Robert  crushed  through  the  ice  the  dog 
was  directly  opposite  him  on  the  shore, 
and  the  instant  the  ice  gave  way  "Jack" 
gave  an  excited  bark  and  dashed  across 
the  ice  to  the  place  where  the  \oung 
man  was  struggling,  and  arriving  there 
he  caught  the  skater  by  the  collar  and 
dragged  him  out,  never  stopping  until 
he  was  on  firm  ice.  The  young  man 
was  ahi.ost  insensible  from  cold,  but 
practically  unharmed.  He  hurried  to 
his  home,  followed  by  the  dog,  who 
barked  and  frisked  around  him  joyfully, 
as  if  he  appreciated  the  importance  of 
his  act. 


"Jack"  is  a  shepherd  dog,  with  long 
black  hair,  which  fairly  glistens.  His 
handsome  head  and  bright  eyes  bespeak 
much  intelligence.  Though  a  powerful 
swimmer,  he  never  enters  the  water  of 
his  own  accord  except  to  make  a  rescue. 
This  is  not  the  first  time  he  has  figured 
as  a  life  saver.  Two  years  ago  last 
summer  he  rescued  Elmer  Simpson's 
five  year  old  boy,  Guss}',  who  tumbled 
into  the  little  pond  on  Montgomery 
Street. — Newburg  Register. 


WHOA,   THERE! 

An  old  farmer  the  other  day  had  just 
driven  into  town  with  his  mules  to  sell 
a  load  of  pumpkins,  and  stopped  in 
front  of  the  phonograph  store. 

"What  air  them  fellows  doin'  in  there 
with  spouts   in  ther  ears?"   he  asked. 

"Those  are  talking  machines,"  ans- 
wered a  man  in   the  doorway. 

The  farmer  was  a  little  incredulous, 
but  he  finally  left  his  mules  and  went 
into  the  store.  The  tubes  were  placed 
in  his  ears,  he  dropped  the  nickel  in  the 
slot,  and  a  brass  band  began  to  pla}-. 

"Whoa,  there!"  shouted  the  rustic, 
darting  out  of  the  store,  "them  mules  o' 
mine  won't  stand  no  brass  band." 


AN  INTERRUPTED  QUARREL. 

First  Baby    Bunting   piiicheil   the  snow  between   her 

fingers  small, 
And  smiled  to  see  that  it  had  grown  to  a  large,  white 

round  snowball. 
Then  Tommy  Tup[>er  rolled  it  on,  and   made  of  it  in- 
stead, 
Asnowy  tower,  higher  than  his  little  curly  head; 
Then  Lucy  Locket  reached  to  it,  just  standing  on  her 

toes, 
And  changed  it  to  a  great  snow  man  with  eyes,  and 

mouth,  and  nose. 
And   then  cried  out  these   children  three,  "Now   see 

wbat  I  have  donel" 
"It's  mine!"  said  Tom       "No,  no,  its  mine!"  and  so 

said  every  one. 
The  warm,  bright  sun  looked  laughing  out,  in  mischief 

and  in  play, 
And  while  they  quarrelled   for  the  doll,   he  melted  it 

away. 
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YOUNG   FOLKS'  STORIES. 


My  Qrandmother's  Story. 

Mv  grandmother  has  been  telling  iis  a 
very  interesting  story,  and  I  thought 
some  of  the  young  readers  of  the  Juve- 
nile Instructor  would  like  to  hear  it. 

On  the  22nd  of  November,  1895, 
Brothers  Joseph  Bond  and  Henry 
Bloomfield  and  their  wives,  started  from 
Ramah,  New  Mexico,  for  St.  George, 
Utah,  a  distance  of  nearly  six  hundred 
miles. 

Grandma  was  going  with  them  as  far 
as  St  Joseph,  Arizona,  to  stay  with  us 
this  winter.  Nothing  unusual  happened 
the  first  day  out.  Grandma  said  she 
was  pleased  with  the  improvement  of 
the  Indians  of  the  Zuni  Village,  since 
she  had  traveled  that  road  before.  They 
had  bridged  over  many  of  the  bad  places 
in  the  wagon  roads,  which  were  to  be 
seen  running"  in  many  directions.  Many 
of  them  were  hauling  their  fire  wood 
with  their  teams  and  wagons,  and  would 
say,  "Get  up,"  to  their  horses,  as  plainly 
as  any  of  us.  The}'  were  also  polite 
enough  to  pass  the  time  of  day  with 
her. 

The  first  night  out  the  company 
camped  about  two  miles  the  other  side 
of  the  Zuni  Village.  The  next  morn- 
ing when  they  got  ready  to  start 
Brother  Bond's  horses  would  not  go; 
and  it  took  him  quite  awhile  to  get 
them  started.  As  the}'  had  never  been 
known  to  balk  before,  this  seemed 
strange.  They  took  a  cut  off  from  the 
main  road,  which  none  of  them  were 
acquainted  witli,  for  any  more  than  a 
short  distance.  All  went  well  until  in 
the     afternoon,     when     Brother     Bond's 


horses  stopped  again,  without  any  dis- 
cernible cause.  All  the  rest  of  the  day 
they  would  stop  often.  At  such  times 
no  amount  of  coaxing  or  whipping 
would  start  them.  The  only  way  they 
could  start  them  was  to  hitch  Brother 
Bloomfield's  team  on  the  front. 

By  this  time  Brother  Bond  began  to 
be  worried,  and  said  he  was  afraid  there 
was  something  wrong;  and  perhaps  he 
ought  not  to  go  at  that  time.  He  asked 
grandma  how  she  felt  about  it.  She 
answered,  "About  the  same  as  you  do; 
but  perhaps  it  is  not  best  to  travel  this 
road,  as  the  horses  have  done  little  but 
balk  since  we  got  into  the  road,"  which 
they  had  difficulty  in  finding  on  account 
of  the  many  Indian  wood  roads.  Grand- 
ma said,  "Perhaps  they  could  not  keep 
that  road  as  it  was  very  seldom  traveled, 
and  the  snow  had  fallen  some  fourteen 
inches  since  they  started,  and  it  was 
still  snowing."  Either  of  the  men  could 
not  be  persuaded,  but  what  that  road 
was  as  good  as  any. 

They  made  an  earl}*  camp  for  the 
night.  Brother  Bond  said  he  would  see 
how  he  felt  about  going  back,  in  the 
morning,  as  all  except  grandma,  op- 
posed it. 

Early  next  morning,  he  asked  grand- 
ma how  she  felt  about  going  back.  She 
answered,  "Just  the  same  as  I  did  be- 
fore. " 

"So  do  I,"  said    Brother  Bond. 

Grandma  said,  "if  it  was  right  to  go 
on    the  horses  would  not  balk." 

Brother  Bond  was  still  undecided,  so 
he  hitched  his  team  to  a  large  cedar 
tree,  to  try  them.  They  would  drag 
that  around  without  balking,  and  would 
start  and  stop  when  told;  but  when  he 
hitched  them  to  the  wagon,  they  would 
not  straighten  the  tugs;  but  showed 
plain!}',  they  did-  not  intend  to  go. 
He  repeated  the  exercise  with  the  cedar 
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tree,  then  he  hitched  them  to  the  wagon 
again.  But  as  they  would  not  go, 
grandma  asked  him  why  he  did  not  tell 
them  he  was  going  home;  but  he  did 
not.  So  grandma  said,  "Now  horses 
we  are  going  home;  so  if  that  is  the 
trouble,  you  don't  need  to  act  badl}'  any 
more. " 

Brother  Bond  gave  them  the  word  to 
start,  and  to  his  surprise  and  great  joy 
they  started.  He  drove  out  through  the 
brush  and  snow,  and  back  into  the  road. 
Then  he  told  Brother  Bloomfield  that 
he  was  going  home;  and  as  Brother 
Bloomfield  was  not  prepared  to  go  alone, 
he  had  to  go  back  too.  Brother  Bond 
stopped  his  horses  several  times  during 
the  day,  but  they  started  eacli  time  with 
the  same    result  as  at  first. 

When  they  reached  home,  they  found 
the  folks  looking  for  them;  but  it  sur- 
prised them  when  thev  were  told,  that 
it  was  the  horses,  and  not  the  storm 
that  turned  them  back. 

The  horses  still  hold  their  good  name, 
as  they  have  never  balked  since,  al- 
though they  have  been  worked  many 
times. 

The  roads  between  here  and  Ramah, 
were  nearly  impassable  at  the  time  of 
the  storm,  partly  on  account  of  the 
heavy  rain  that  fell  just  before  the  snow, 
and  parti}    on  account  of  the  snow. 

Soon  after  the  snow,  the  weather  be- 
came e.xtremely  cold,  but  the  ground 
woidd  not  freeze  on  account  of  the  snow 
being  so  deep. 

If  the  folks  had  come  on,  they  would 
have  been  almost  unable  to  travel,  and 
might  have  perished. 

Thus  we  see  how  the  Lord  takes  care 
of  those  who  serve  Him. 

Rulon  E.  Porter, 

Age  14  years. 
St.  Joseph,  Navajo  Co.,  Arizona. 


The  India  Rubber  Tree. 

In  South  America  there  are  some 
India  rubber  trees.  They  grow  near  the 
Amazon,  which  is  the  largest  river  in 
the  world.  These  trees  have  a  milky 
colored  sap.  The  tappers  go  early  in 
the  morning,  so  that  they  can  get  through 
extracting  the  sap  by  ten  o'clock,  be- 
cause the  sun  heals  the  wounds  in  the 
heat  of  the  day.  The  sap  drips  into 
earthen  cups,  then  the  men  take  it  to  a 
fire,  which  is  made  of  nut  shells. 

There  is  a  black  smoke  arises  from 
the  fire.  A  man  has  a  piece  of  wood 
the  shape  of  an  oar.  The  blade  is 
dipped  in  the  sap,  then  it  is  passed 
through  the  smoke.  This  makes  it  black 
and  hard;  then  it  is  taken  off  and  hung 
on  a  cord  or  branch.  Clay  is  put  on 
the  paddle  or  oar,  to  make  it  come  off 
easy,  and  not  stick  to  the  oar.  Then  it 
is  shipped  to  other  countries  and  made 
into  a  great  many  useful  things. 

Some  people  dry  the  sap  in  the  sun 
so  as  to  make  it  white.  The  white 
rubber  is  used  to  rub  out  pencil  marks. 
Frank  Jakeman, 


Provo  City,    Utah. 


Age  II  years. 


Box  Elder  County. 

Box  Elder  County  was  settled  about 
1831.  The  first  settlement  was  made 
near  Brigham  City,  at  what  was  known 
as  the  Old  Fort,   on  Box  Elder  creek. 

Box  Elder  County  is  situated  in  the 
north-western  part  of  Utah.  It  is  about 
one  hundred  and  ten  miles  in  length, 
and  sevent\'  miles  in  width.  It  contains 
a  larger  part  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake, 
than  any  other  county  in  Utah.  The 
lake  is  4,210  feet  above  sea-level.  It 
contains  Strong  Knob,  Gunnison,  and 
Dolphin  islands,  in  the  Box  Elder  por- 
tion of   it. 
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The  largest  river  in  the  county  is  the 
Bear  River.  It  empties  into  what  is 
known  as  the  Bear  River  Bay. 

At  the  mouth  of  this  river  is  the 
greatest  duck  hunting  region  of  the 
county,  and  I  think  of  Utah. 

Besides  this  river,  Box  Elder  County 
contains  Malad  River,  Raft  River,  and 
many  smaller  creeks. 

The  eastern  part  of  the  county  is  the 
most  mountainous,  although  there  are 
mountains  in  nearly  every  part.  In  the 
eastern  part  of  the  county  is  found  Box 
Elder  Peak.  It  is  9,542  feet  high  and 
is  the  highest  in  the  county.  Of  min- 
erals, lead,  copper,  silver,  iron,  gold, 
nitrate  of  soda,  onyx  and  coal,  are 
found. 

There  are  two  railroads  in  this  county, 
the  Union  Pacific  and  the  Southern 
Pacific. 

Farming  is  the  chief  pursuit,  although 
manufacturing  is  carried  on  to  some  ex- 
tent. 

There  are  about  eight  thousand  peo- 
ple in  Box  Eldei  County. 

Martin  Mortensen, 

Age  I  J  years. 


ROBBIE   RICHARDS. 

(CONTINUED    FROM    PAGE   94  ) 

Little  Robert,  or  "Robbie,"  as  his 
mother  fondly  called  her  boy,  was  now 
but  three  years  old.  He  was  too  young 
to  remember  much  about  his  native 
land,  or  about  the  journey  across  the 
wide  ocean  from  Liverpool  to  New 
Orleans  on  a  sailing  ship,  which  took 
six  weeks  to  make  the  trip;  nor  could 
he  recollect  the  journey  up  the  Missis- 
sippi river  from  New  Orleans  to  St. 
Louis,  and  then  further  on  to  Keokuk, 
which  was  made  in  a  steamboat.  At 
Keokuk  the    emigrants    left    the  steam- 


boat, and  started  across  the  plains  with 
ox  teams. 

The  only  thing  Robbie  distinctly  re- 
membered that  happened  in  his  life  be- 
fore coming  to  Utah,  was  when  he  fell 
out  of  the  wagon  in  which  he  rode 
while  crossing  the  plains,  between  the 
Mississippi  and  Utah  Territory.  What 
made  him  remember  this  was  the  awful 
fright  it  gave  him.  The  way  it  hap- 
pened was,  one  da}'  the  oxen  became 
frightened,  and  started  to  run,  and  the 
sudden  jerk  caused  the  little  fellow  to 
fall  out  from  the  rear  end  of  the  wagon, 
where  he  was  seated  on  a  trunk.  But 
his  first  connected  remembrances  of  in- 
cidents was  after  he  reached  the  valley, 
and  was  living  with  his  mother  in  the 
southern  part  of  Salt  Lake  City,  in  a 
small,  one-room  adobe  house,  which  had 
but  one  very  small  window  and  an  only 
door.  This  was  several  months  after 
arriving  in  the  city,  for  he  and  his 
mother  remained  for  some  time  at  the 
house  of  the  kind  missionary  with  whom 
they  made  the  journey. 

The  mother  found  plenty  of  work  to 
do,  such  as  sewing  and  washing,  as  soon 
as  she  arrived,  but  the  pay  she  received 
was  in  such  produce  as  the  people  had. 
As  it  was  she  could  get  most  of  the 
necessaries  of  life  in  the  way  of  food 
and  clothing,  but  she  was  ever  anxious 
to  get  means  to  pay  her  indebtedness  to 
the  Church  for  the  money  advanced  for 
her  emigration;  and  the  very  first  money 
she  received  she  saved  for  that  purpose. 
She  continued  to  save  what  she  could  to 
pa}-  this  debt,  and  at  the  end  of  two 
years  it  was  settled  in  full. 

A  great  deal  of  care  and  pains  were 
taken  by  the  mother  to  teach  little 
Robbie  good  principles  and  habits. 
Until  he  was  nearly  ten  years  old  his 
mother  had  been  his  only  school  teacher. 
When    he  was    quite   small,    she  under- 
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took  to  teach  him  the  alphabet  and  to 
read  simple  lessons.  Her  own  oppor- 
tunities for  education  when  a  child  were 
ver}'  meagre.  Vet  she  was  desirous  that 
her  son  should  have  a  better  education 
than  she  had  received.  She  had  no 
books,  but  had  a  large  card  with  the 
alphabet  on  one  side  and  some  simple 
reading  lessons  on  the  other.  Robbie 
was  a  bright  student,  and  learned  the 
letters  of  the  alphabet  when  very  young, 
so  j'oung  that  he  could  not  remember 
the  time  when  he  did  not  know  them. 
His  mother  also  taught  him  to  write  by 
giving  him  lessons  on  a  slate,  or  on 
scraps  of  wrapping  paper,  as  writing 
materials  were  scarce  in  those  Jays,  and 
poor  people  could  not  afford  them. 

(TO  BE   CONTINUED.) 


PIECES  FOR  RECITATION. 


The  Lesson  of  the  Birds. 

The  little  birds  are  wide  awake, 

So  early  in  the  morn; 
Just  think  how  funny  it  would  be 

To  see  the  robins  yawn! 

To  hear  the  little  sparrow  say, 
"Oh,  dear!   'tis  hardly  light! 

Mamma,  I  want  to  sleep  some  more,' 
'Twould  make  \ou  laugh  outright. 

They  hop  out  of  their  little  nest. 

So  cosy  and  so  warm, 
And  sing  their  merry  morning  song 

In  sunshine  and  in  storm. 

And,  now,  my  pet,  run  find  mamma. 

And  whisper  in  her  ear; 
That  when   she  wakes  her  birdie  up, 

It  will  be  sure  to  hear. 


When  I'm  dreaming  in  the  dark. 
When   I   lie  awake  and  hark, 
God   sees. 

Need  I  ever  know  a  fear. 
Night  and  day  my   Father's  near- 
God  sees. 


Qod  Sees. 

When  I  run  about  all  day. 
When  I  kneel  at  night  to  pray, 
God  Sees. 


PRIZES   FOR    1896. 

Following  is  a  list  of  prizes  which  we 
offer  for  work  done  by  our  young  friends. 
We  invite  all  to  take  part  in  the  com- 
petition. All  cannot  receive  prizes,  but 
the  practice  they  get  by  trying  will  be  a 
help  to  them  in  their  studies. 

For  Best  Original  Story,  suitable  for 
Our  Little  Folks'  Department  of  the  In- 
structor, by  boy  or  girl  under  fourteen 
years  of  age  we  offer  as  first  prize, 
leather,  gilt  L.  D.  S.  Hymn  Book. 
Second  prize,  Deseret  Sunday  School 
Song  Book. 

For  Best  Original  Story,  suitable  for 
Our  Little  Folks'  Department  of  the 
Instructor  by  boy  or  girl  between  four- 
teen and  eighteen  years  of  age,  first 
prize,  leather  bound,  largeprint  Book  of 
Mormon;  second  prize,  cloth  bound, 
large  print  Book  of    Mormon. 

For  Best  Lead  Pencil  Drawing,  by  boy 
or  girl  under  fourteen  years,  subject  to 
be  chosen  by  competitor,  firrt  prize, 
copy  of  "First  Book  of  Nature;"  second 
prize  copy  of    "The  MartsTs.  ' 

For  Best  Lead  Pencil  Drawing,  by 
boy  or  girl  between  fourteen  and  eight- 
een, subject  to  be  chosen  by  competitor, 
first  prize,  copy  of  "Gospel  Philosophy;" 
second  prize,  copy  of  "The  Hand  of 
Providence. " 

For  Best  Map  of  Utah,  drawn  and 
colored,  by  boy  or  girl  under  fouiteen, 
first  prize,  copy  of  "Life  of  Brigham 
Young;"  second  prize,  copy  of  "City  of 
the  Saints." 

For     Best    Map     of     United     States, 
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drawn  and  colored,  by  boy  or  girl  be- 
tween fourteen  and  eighteen,  first  prize, 
leather  bound,  large  print  Doctrine  and 
Covenants;  second  prize,  cloth  bound, 
large  print   Doctrine  and  Covenants. 

For  Best  Specimen  of  Penmanship, 
consisting  of  the  Lord's  Prayer,  by  boy 
or  girl  under  fourteen,  first  prize,  copy 
of  Simple  Bible  Stories;  second  prize, 
copy  of  Book  of  Mormon  Stories. 

For  Best  Specimen  of  Penmanship, 
consisting  of  the  Ten  Commandments, 
by  boy  or  girl  between  fourteen  and 
eighteen,  first  prize,  copy  of  "Forty 
Years  Among  the  Indians;"  second 
prize,  cop\'  of  "From  Kirtland  to  Salt 
Lake.  ' 

For  Best  Historical  and  Descriptive 
Sketch,  competition  open  to  all  under 
twenty  years  of  age.  Each  competitor 
in  this  class  is  expected  to  write  an 
account  of  the  valley  in  which  he  lives, 
stating  when  and  by  whom  first  settled, 
the  principal  items  of  interesi  connected 
with  its  history  since  first  colonized, 
description  of  its  location  and  sur- 
roundings, the  natural  curiosities  found 
in  it,  its  population,  its  industries,  etc. 
That  our  young  friends  will  fully  under- 
stand what  we  mean,  we  will  explain 
that  the  competitors  who  live  in  San- 
pete Valley,  for  example,  will  write  a 
sketch  of  that  valley,  and  its  settlement, 
no  matter  what  town  they  live  in;  those 
living  in  Utah  Valley  will  write  about 
Utah  Valley,  and  so  on.  Where  there 
are  large  valleys,  as,  for  instance,  Salt 
Lake  Valley,  those  living  in  Salt  Lake 
County  should  write  about  that  part  of 
it  only,  and  those  living  in  Davis  County 
should  write  only  about  that  one  county. 
First  prize,  leather  bound  copy  of  Life 
of  Heber  C.  Kimball;  second  prize, 
cloth  bound  copy  of  Life  of  Heber  C. 
Kimball. 

For  Best  Piece    for    Recitation,    suit- 


able for  little  child,  either  prose  or 
poetry,  competition  open  to  all  regard- 
less of  age.  first  prize,  Morocco  gift  copy 
of  Life  of  John  Taylor,  second  prize, 
leather  bound  copy  of  Life  of  John 
Taylor. 

For  best  Dialogue,  suitable  for  chil- 
dren, competition  open  to  all  regardless 
of  age,  first  prize,  Morocco,  gilt  copy 
of  Life  of  Joseph  Smith;  second  prize, 
leather  bound  copy  of  Life  of  Joseph 
Smith. 

For  best  story  suitable  for  Our  Little 
Folks'  Department  of  the  Instructor, 
competition  open  to  all  regardless  of 
age,  first  prize,  large  print,  Morocco 
gilt  copy  of  Book  of  Mormon,  second 
prize,  large  print  leather  copy  of  Book 
of   Mormon. 

All  articles  sent  in  for  competition 
must  reach  us  by  June  1st,  1896.  If 
manuscripts  or  drawings  are  to  be 
returned  stamps  for  return  mail  must 
be  forwarded. 

All  stories,  recitations  or  dialogues 
that  are  suitable  will  be  published  in 
the  Juvenile  Instructor,  whether 
awarded  prizes  or  not. 


BIBLE  STORIES  FOR  THE  CHILDREN. 


Samson  the  Strong  Man. 

Again  the  children  of  Israel  did 
wickedly  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord,  and 
He  delivered  them  into  the  hands  of  the 
Philistines  forty  years;  and  He  sent  an 
angel  to  a  man  named  Manoah  and  his 
wife  who  had  no  children,  to  tell  them 
they  should  have  a  son  by  and  by  who 
would  grow  up  to  be  a  strong  man  and 
should  begin  to  deliver  the  Israelites 
out  of  the  hands  of  the  Philistines. 

The  angel  told  the  woman  she  must 
not  drink  wine  nor  strong  drink,  nor  eat 


126 


THE  JUVENILE   fNSTRUCTOR. 


anything  that  the  Lord  had  told  them 
was  unclean  or  unsuitable  to  eat,  and 
that  when  the  child  that  he  had  prom- 
ised her  was  born  she  must  never  cut 
his  hair. 

After  awhile  they  had  a  bab}'  bo)' 
and  they  named  him  Samson,  and  as  he 
grew  up  they  taught  him  to  serve  the 
Lord. 

When  Samson  was  grown  up  he  saw 
a  young  woman  among  the  Philistines 
whom  he  wanted  to  marr}-. 

When  he  was  going  down  to  make 
arrangements  for  the  wedding  a  young 
lion  came  out  and  roared  at  him  and  he 
took  hold  of  it  and  tore  it  all  to  pieces 
with  his  hands. 

A  few  weeks  after  the  wedding  he  went 
back  home  for  awhile  and  when  he  went 
down  to  see  his  wife  again  her  father 
told  him  that  she  was  married  to  some 
one  else  and  he  could  not  have  her. 

Samson  was  very  angry  about  it  and 
he  went  out  and  caught  three  hundred 
foxes  and  tied  fire  brands  to  their  tails 
and  turned  them  loose  in  the  wheat  and 
corn  fields  of  the  Philistines,  and  all 
their  grain  was  burned  up. 

Then  the  Philistines  were  angry,  and 
burned  up  the  woman  and  her  father, 
and  Samson  killed  a  great  many  of  the 
Philistines  all   alone. 

About  three  thousand  of  the  Israelites 
came  to  where  Samson  was  and  told 
him  he  ought  not  to  have  done  as  he 
had  for  they  vcere  servants  of  the  Phil- 
istines and  ought  to  be  submissive  to 
them,  and  now  they  were  going  to  bind 
him  and  give  him  to  tlie  Philistines  so 
that  they  could  punish  him  as  they 
wished. 

He  let  himself  be  tied  and  carried 
awa\',  but  when  he  was  in  the  midst  of 
the  Philistines  the  Lord  helped  him  to 
break  the  ropes  as  if  they  were  threads, 
and   then  he     picked  up  the   jaw  bone   of 


some  dead  animal  that  lay  near,  and 
with  it  he  killed  a   thousand   men. 

One  time  he  went  into  a  city  called 
Gaza,  and  then  the  officers  of  the  city 
thought  they  would  get  him  sure;  so 
they  slept  near  the  city  gates,  thinking 
they  would  get  him  in  the  morning 
when  he  was  ready  to  go  away;  but  he 
did  not  stay  till  morning:  he  got  up  in 
the  night  and  when  he  found  the  big 
city  gate  was  locked  he  just  took  hold 
of  it  and  picked  it  up.  with  the  posts 
and  all,  and  carried  it  to  the  top  of  a 
hill  near  by. 

He  used  to  go  and  see  a  woman 
named  Delilah,  and  the  Philistines  prom- 
ised her  a  lot  of  monej'  if  she  would 
find  out  what  made  him  so  strong,  for 
they  wanted  to  kill  him,  so  she  used  to 
coax  him  every  day  to  tell  her  what  was 
the  cause  of  his  great  strength. 

He  told  her  one  da\'  that  if  he  were 
bound  with  new  ropes  that  had  never 
been  used  he  would  be  no  stronger  than 
other  men,  so  she  bound  him  and  then 
called  to  the  men  who  were  waiting  in 
another  room  and  when  they  came  in 
Samson  broke  the  ropes  as  easily  as  if 
they  had  been  spider  webs. 

He  then  told  her  if  she  would  weave 
his  hair  in  with  the  cloth  in  the  loom 
he  would  lose  his  strength,  and  she 
did  it  while  he  was  asleep,  but  when  he 
waked  up  he  walked  right  off  with  all 
the  cloth  that  was  in  the  loom  hanging 
to  his  hair. 

Delilah  then  cried  and  said  she  knew 
he  did  not  love  her  or  he  would  tell  her, 
and  she  coaxed  so  hard  that  he  finally 
told  her  if  she  were  to  Cut  off  his  hair 
his  strength  would  leave  him,  so  she  cut 
off  his  hair  when  he  was  asleep,  and 
the  men  who  wtTe  waiting  came  in  and 
bound  him  and  carried  him  away. 

The\-  took  him  to  Gaza  and  put  out 
both  his  eyes  and   then  they    put  him  in 
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prison  and  made  him  work  hard  grind- 
ing at  the  mill. 

The  Philistines  had  a  large,  fine  house 
in  which  to  worship  Dagon,  their  god 
or  idol,  and  they  all  met  there  one  day 
to  rejoice  and  to  thank  Dagon  for  de- 
livering Samson  into  their  hands. 

While  they  were  enjoying  themselves 
to  the  utmost  some  one  proposed  that 
they  should  send  for  blind  Samson  so 
that  they  could  have  some  fun  at  his  ex- 
pense: so  they  brought  him  out  of  prison 
and  then  laughed  at  him  for  being  in 
their  power  and  for  having  lost  his  eye- 
sight. 

After  awhile  he  told  the  boy  who  was 
leading  him  that  he  wanted  to  rest,  and 
he  asked  the  boy  to  let  him  lean  against 
the  great  pillars  that  held  up  the  house. 

He  then  stretched  out  his  hands  and 
found  that  he  was  between  two  of  the 
great  pillars  and  could  easily  reach  them 
both  at  the  same  time. 

Samson  asked  the  Lord  to  give  liim 
strength  once  more  and  then  he  reached 
out  his  hands  and  pushed  against  both 
pillars  as  hard  as  he  could,  so  that  the 
pillars  were  broken  and  the  house  'fell 
down. 

The  house  was  quite  full  of  people 
and  there  were  three  thousand  on  the 
roof  besides,  and  when  the  house  fell 
every  one  was  killed. 

Samson  was  killed  with  them,  but  he 
killed  more  of  the  Philistines  at  the 
time  of  his  death  than  he  had  in  all  his 
life  before. 

Celia  A.    Smith. 


Self-respect    is    the    corner    stone  of 
all  virtue. 

Silence    at  the  proper    season  is^wis- 
dom,  and  better  than  any  speech. 


HOW  THE  LOST  CHILD  WAS  FOUND. 

The  people  of  Eureka,  Minn.,  were 
quite  excited  a  short  time  ago  by  the 
loss  of  a  little  son  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
J.  J.  Schofield.  The  little  fellow,  about 
three  years  old,  was  playing  about  the 
house  Wednesday  afternoon,  and  was 
seen  a  few  minutes  before  five  o'clock. 
Shortl}'  after,  when  his  mother  went  to 
look  for  him,  he  could  not  be  found.  A 
hurried  search  of  the  premises  did  not 
reveal  him,  and  word  was  sent  to  the 
neighbors  to  see  if  he  was  at  any  of  the 
near  houses.  Later  a  general  alarm  was 
sent  around  the  neighborhood,  and  the 
men  turned  out  to  hunt,  while  a  number 
of  ladies  went  to  the  residence  of  the 
distracted  parents.  A  diligent  search 
was  made  of  the  highways  and  adjoining 
fields,  but  without  results.  During  this 
search  of  the  surrounding  country  a 
pet  cat  belonging  to  the  lost  boy 
appeared  at  the  house,  and  made  itself  so 
disagreeable  by  its  continued  cries  that 
it  was  put  out  of  the  house.  Again  it 
got  in,  and  continued  its  pitiful  mewing, 
and  was  again  put  out.  This  time  some 
of  the  men  happened  to  be  near,  and 
saw  it  disappear  into  the  woods  near 
the  house.  The  suggestion  was  at  once 
made  that  the  cat  might  know  where 
the  boy  was,  and  it  was  determined  to 
transfer  the  search  to  the  woods.  Ac- 
cordingly, a  line  of  men  was  formed, 
one  rod  apart,  every  second  man  carry- 
ing a  lantern,  and  they  proceeded 
systematically  through  the  woods  and 
back  again.  After  passing  through  the 
woods  a  number  of  times,  some  one 
caught  a  glimpse  of  the  cat  as  it  dashed 
away  into  the  thick  part  of  the  woods. 
This  information  was  conveyed  to  the 
searchers,  and  they  changed  their  line  of 
march,  so  as  to  cover  that  part  of  the 
woods  toward  which  the  cat  appeared  to 
be  going.      This  resulted  in    finding  the 
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lost  boy  soon  after,  in  a  dense  growth  of  '  was  about  eleven  o'clock  when  he  was 
underbrush,  asleep  on  the  ground,  with  ;  found,  and  the  place  was  fully  half  a 
the  pet  cat  nestled  down  beside  him.     It      mile  from  the  house. 


HOME. 


Words  by  O.  F.  Whitney. 


16T  AND  2nd  Tenor. 


Music  by  E.  F.  Pahsy. 
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Ye  who  would  brave  the  bounding    billow.       To  view     the  wonders 
Hast   nev-er  thought,  while  rapt  ad- mir-ing     The  distant     starlight 
But     I      have  stood      a  -  mid  the  thunders,  When  shook  the  tow'ring 
Sing  not    of        Er-in's  famed     Killarney,      Laud  not     the  wave  of 
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And  magni  -  fy   with 
There  may  be  flow'rs  of 
And  trembled  where  the 
For     I    have  sailed  the 
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vain     devo  -  tion.      The  scenes    in     foreign  climes  unfurled! 
beau-ty  blushing    '    Neglect  -  ed  'neath  thy    careless     tread? 
viv  -  id  lightnings  Blazed  on     the     angry     brow     of     night 
buoyant  waters  Of      Utah's    wondrous  sa  -  line     sea. 
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Have     ye  ne'er  dreamed  of  near    -  er  splendors,  Than  beau- tl  -  fy     an     al  -  ien 

Ne'er  has    It    been     my  lot  to     wander  O'er   Orient     sands  or    Alpine 

Oh,     tell    me    not     that  grand  -  er     tempests   Re  -  ver  -  berate     with  louder 

I've  climbed  her     ev  -   er   -  dur  -  Ing  mountains,  I've  rest-ed       in     her  peaceful 


strand —  The 
snows.  To 
roar,  On 

vales,  I've 
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glor-  ious     leg  -  a-cies      of      nature     Bequeathed   un  -  to 
lin  -  ger      In     the    vineclad    valleys  Where  Rhine's  clear,  wind 
Switzerland's       his  -  toric     summits,    Than  on     the       Rock 
quaffed  her  pure  and  sparkling  streamlets,  I've  breathed  her  life 


your    na  -  tlve  land? 

ing     wa  -  ler  flows; 

y     Mountains  hoar, 

re    -    new-ing  gales. 
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"The  Foremost  Baking  Powder 
in  all  the  World." 

Awarded 
Highest  Honors— World's  Fair. 


CREAM 

BAKING 
POWDER 

MOST  PERFECT  MADE. 

A  pure  Grape  Cream  of  Tartar  Powder.  Free 
from  Ammonia,  Alum  or  any  other  adulterant 
In  all  the  great  Hotels,  the  leading  Clubs 

and  the  homes,  Dr.    Price's  Cream  Baking 

Powder  holds  its  supremacy. 

40  YEARS  THE  STANDARD. 


BIG 
BOYS 


ki   AND 


liITTIiE 


BOYS, 

SHALL  m  SEE  YOU  AT  OUR  STORE  THIS 
YEAR? 

We  have  no  new  inducements  to  offer  you. 

No  tops. 

No  playthings, 

No  prizes. 

No  tricks, 

No  anything  except  good  clothes. 

Tell  you  what,  though  !  We  save  you  money  in 
clothes,  and  you'll  have  more  left  tor  tops  and  pea- 
nuts. What  thepublic  need  is  not  better  clothing  but 
better  clothiers,  that  know  good  clothes  and  have 
conscience  to  sell  them  right. 

How  many  Clothiers  refund  money  cheerfully  if 
you  go  back  dissatisfied  ?  That's  one  test  of  right 
dealing. 

SHIRTS  MADE  TO  ORDER. 
STRICTLV  •   ON©  •   F=>RICE 

J.  P.  GARDNER. 

NO.  13Q-13B   7«IHIN   STREET 


/Pond's 
Extract 

cures  Cuts,    BumS, 

Catarrh,  Sore  Throat 
and    ALL     PAIN. 


j4  good-  thing  is  alivays  imitated  ;  poor 
ones  7iei'er.  There  are  nintiy  tvorthless 
iinitfitions  of  I*OND*S  EXTRACT.  J/ 
you  want  to  he  CURED 

BEWARE  OF  SUBSTITUTES 
WHICH  DO  i^OT  CURE. 


We  flre  Warming  Up 

Many  a  home  with  our  New 
Perfect  Hot  Air  Blast  Furnace 
Its  praises  are  sung  by  all  ex- 
cept the  coal  dealers. 

Castles  in  the  flir 

Usually  tumble  down  and 
break  and  we  keep  no  repairs 
for  them;  but  we  do  carrj-  a 
magnificent  line  of  Builders' 
Hardware  an  1  we  have  prices 
that  talk. 

Glass  Houses  are  Dangerous 

To  live  in — we  do  not  make 
them,  but  we  will  be  pleased  to 
figure  with  you  on  what  Plate 
and  Window  Glass  you  may 
want. 

We  Are  flll  Stove  Up 

House  full  of  Ranges,  Cooks 
and  Heaters.  If  you  desire 
good  goods,  low  prices  and 
courteous  treatment,  call  on  us 

UTAH  STOVE  &  Hflt^DWARE  CO., 

Corner  Commercial  and  First  Soutii  St. 

Write  for  Catalogue.  SALT  LAKE  CITY. 


THE  KEEIiEY  mSTITUTE 


#£  BELT 

A  direct  organized  branch  of  the  parent 
house  at  Dwight,  111.,  has  been  opened 
at  166  W.  2nd  North,  on  the  line  of 
street  railway  running  to  Warm  Springs. 

For  the  treatment  of  the  liquor  and 
opium  habits,  with  Leslie  E.  Keeley 
Company's  double  chloride  of  gold 
remedies. 

The  institute  is  under  the  manage- 
ment of  Dr.  J.  W.  St.  John,  who  has 
been  at  work  with  and  in  the  employ 
of  the  Leslie  E.  Keeley  Company  for 
the  past  four  years.  The  treatment  and 
management  of  patients  will  be  identi- 
cally the  same  as  at  Dwight. 

DENVER  &  RIO  GRANDE 

RAILROAD. 
Scenic  Line  of  the  World 

The  only  line  running  TWO  THROUGH  FAST 
TRAINS  DAILY  to  Leadville,  Aspen,  Pu- 
eblo, Colorado  Springs  and  Denver. 

EFFECTIVE  NOVEMBER  25.  1894. 


Train  No.  2  leaves  Ogden  7:00  a.  m.,  Salt  Lake  8:0B  a. 

m.;  arrives  at  Pueblo  6:10  u.  in.,  Colorado  Springs 

7:61  a.  m.,  Denver  10.30  a.  in.,  Cripple  Creek  9:50  a.  m 
rraln  No.  4  leaves  Ogden  6:35  p.  m.,  Salt  Lake  7:  40p.m. 

arrives  at  Pueblo  5:  27p.  in.,  Colorado  Springs  6:63 

p.m.,  Denver 9 :25  p.  m. 

Connections  made  at  Pueblo,  Colorado  Springs  and 
Denver  with  all  lines  east. 

Elegant  day  coaches,  chair  ears  and  Pullman  sleep 
ers  on  all  trains. 

Take  the  D.  &  R.  G.  and  have  a  comfortable  trip 
and  enjoy  the  finest  scenery  on  the  continent, 

4.  S.  HUGHES.     B.  F.  HE\IIHS.        S.  K.  HOOPER. 
Traffic  Manager.  Ben.  Agt,,  9.  P.  A  T.  A., 

DeiKitr,  Cetc  Salt  Lake  Cltu.  Oereer,  S 


HOME 
FIRE 


OF 


UTAH 


PAID-UP  CAPITAL. 

SUReLUS, 
ASSETS, 


$250,000.00 

50,000-00 

340,0000« 

OFFICERS  :  HBBER  J.  GRANT,  President, 
GEORGE  ROMNEY.VICBPeeSIDENT,  LEWIS  S.  HILLS, 
Tbeasukek,  R.  S.  wells,  Secretakt. 

DIRECTORS :      Henry  Dinwoodbt,  Geoboe 

ROMNET,  TH08.  G.  WEBBER,  P.  T.  FARNSWORTH,  W.  H, 

RowE,  John  R.  Barnes.  John  Henkt  Smith,  Klias  a. 
Smith,  David  Eccles,  Joseph  f.  Smith,  John  C, 
Cutler,    Heber  J.  Grant,    Chas.  S.  Burton. 

HSBER  J.  GRANT  &  CO.  Agents. 

60  Main  Street. 


FITSGURED 

{From  U.  S.  Journal  of  Medicine.) 
Prof.  W.  II.  Peeke,who  makes  a  specialty  of  Epilepsy, 
has  withoQt  doubl  treated  and  cured  more  cases  than 
anyliving  Physician  ;  hissnccessisaetonishin^.  W© 
have  heard  of  cases  of  20  years' standing  cured  by  him. 
He  pubhshesa  valuable  work  on  this  disease  which  he 
iends  with  a  lar^e  bottle  of  his  absolute  cure^  free  to 
any  Bufforer  who  may  send  their  P  O  and  Express  ad- 
dress. We  advise  anyone  wisbing:  a  cure  to  address* 
Prof.  W.  H.  PEEKE,  F.  D.,  4  Cedar  St.,  New  York. 

IH.  K-THomnsI 


26.  28.  30.  32  E.  First  South  Street. 
SALT    LAKE    CITY 


!  Dry  Goods,  Sli06s.i 

Noiions,  61C. 

THE  LEADING  CASff  HOUSE 

lR,K-THomflS| 

J.  W.  WHITECAR,  ,_^ 

Successor  to 

UTAH  PHOTO-ENGRAVING  CO. 

COPPER    HALF-TONE. 

ZINC-ETCHING    AND 

WOOD    ENGRAVING. 
Eagle  Block,  W.  2nd  South  Street, 

SALT  LAKE  OITT. 


'S  PicTOV*'^'^ 


UllIOIl  PflGipiG 

SYSTEM. 


>*  The  Throngli  Car  Line 


TO 

A//  Points  North,  South,  East  and  West. 

The  Only  Line  Operating 

•  DINING  •  CARS  • 

Througli  PULLMAN  PALACE  SLEEPERS 

TO 

CMcago  and  St.  Louis  Withont  Change. 


CITY  TICKET  OFKICE  20 1    MAIN  SX 

D.  E.  BURLEY, 

Gen  7  Agent  Passenger  Dep  't 

S. H.H.CLARK,    E.DICKINSON,    E.  L.LOMAX, 
Prest.  &  Gen.  Mgr.     Asst.  Gen:  Mgr.         G.  P.  &T.A. 

describe  JSour  Count?,  jg) 

Desiring  a  well  written  description  of  each 
county  in  Utah,  I  will  make  the  following  offer: 

For  the  best  written  diacription  of  a  county  in 
Utah  written  by  a  young  man  residing  In  the  county 
discribed,  I  will  malic  to  the  writer's  order  a  full 
suit  of  clothes,  value  |30.00. 

For  the  best  discription  of  a  county  In  Utah 
written  by  a  young  lady  residing  in  the  county  des- 
cribed, I  will  make  to  the  order  of  the  writer  a  full 
length  Military  cloak,  full  silk  lined,  value  |30.00. 

The  object  is  to  get  a  correct  description  of 
Utah,  her  resources  and  industries  and  such  other  in- 
formation as  may  be  of  public  interest. 

Any  person  intending  to  enter  into  this  contest 
either  through  a  desire  to  gain  the  prizes  or  to  assist 
In  the  work,  should  write  for  full  information  to 

D.  L.  ROSS,  Merchant  Tailor, 
41  W.,  Second  South  Street, 

Salt  Lake  City,  Utah. 


Ttl6  hlM  mi 

CAPITAL.  FULLY  PAID  $500,000. 
SURPLUS  FUND,      -      $50,000. 

Cor.  Main  and  South  Temple  Streets, 
SALT  LAKE  CITY,  UTAH. 

HEBER  J.  GRANT,  President, 

WM.  B.  PRESTON,  Vice-President, 

HEBER  M.  WELLS,  Cashier. 

DIHECTOf?S: 


flebor  J.  Grant, 
Joseph  F.  Smith, 
Abraham  H.  Cannon, 
Spencer  Clawson, 


Heber  M.  Wells. 


Wm.  B.  Preston. 
Chas.  S.  Burton, 
Philo  T.  Farnsworth, 
Isaac  Barton, 


GENERAL     BANKING    BUSINESS. 

Careful  Attention  to  Country  Trade. 


SILVER  BROS. 

Iron  Works,  Machine  Shop  and  Foundry 

Make  all  kinds  of  IRON  and  BRASS  CAST- 
INGS and  FORGINGS,  and  are  well  prepared 
to  furnish  all  kinds  of  Blining  Machinery,  Min- 
ing Cars  with  self-oiling  axles  and  wheels ;  also 
Architectural  Ironwork  in  all  its  branches. 

We  have  lately  added  to  our  plant  machines  tor 
Oritiding  and  Cfynntffating  Flour  Mill  Rolls. 

We  are  agents  for  Miller  Duplex  Steam  Pumps. 

Office  and  Works  at  149  W  North  Temple  Street, 
Salt  Lake  City,  Utah.    Telephone  No.  456. 


Knudsen  &  McMurdie 


MANUFACTITRKES  OF 
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im  flflO  WIRE  FEflClHG 


BANK  AND  OFFICE  RAILING, 

Flower  Stands,  Window  Guards,  Stable 

Fixtures,  and  every  description 

of  Wire  and  Ornamental 

Iron  Work. 

General  Blacksmithing, Builders'  Iron  Work,Scale  Work 

602  STATE  STREET. 


THIS  SPACE  HESEHVEO  BY 

GO-OPEHATIVE  WflGO]^ 

- — r 

IWflGHlflE  GO., 

UIHO  SELili  STOVES. 


Ule  solicit  your  valued  orders,  guaranteeing  prices 
and  goods  to  be  thoroughly  competitive. 

GEO.  T.  ODEliIi,  GEH'ii  iviflNflGEH. 


A  NEW  WITNESS  FOR  GOD,  bJ  Elder  B.  H.  Roberts, 

Is  just  completed.    It  is  an  excellent  workof  nearly  500  pages,  and  is  sold  for 
FULL  CLOTH,  $1.50,  Post  Paid.  FULL  LEATHER  GILT,  $2.50,  Post  Paid. 

GEO.  Q.  GANNON  &  SONS  CO., 


p.  O.  BOX  460. 


SALT   LAKE  CITY,   UTAH. 


CONSUNIPTION 

To  THE  Editor — Please  inform  your  read- 
ers that  I  have  a  positive  remedy  for  the 
above  Bamed  disease.  By  its  timely  use 
thousands  of  hopeless  cas^s  have  been  per- 
manently cured.  I  shall  be  glad  to  send 
two  bottles  of  my  remedy  fre  i  to  any  of  your 
readers  who  have  consumption  if  they  will 
sendme  their  express  and  post  offiee  address. 
T.A.Slocum,M.C.,  183  Pearl  St., New  York. 


American  Biscuit  &  Manufactaring  Co. , 

Successors  to  Utah  Cracher  Factory. 

[HENRY    WALLACE,    Manager] 

Manufacturers  of  the  Celebrated 

sum  BRAND  OF  FINE  CRACKERS. 

27  E.  3rd  l^iontli  SU.      Salt  I^ake  Citr. 

.ft  2« 


Do   You  Want  a   Bicvcle? 

LOOK    AT    THIS 


Iiadies'  Hamblep,  JWodel  D.      Ppiee  $100. 

We  are  headquarters  on  Bicycles.     We  have  them  for  $15,  $18,  $30,  $35,  $40,  $45, 
$50,  $60,  $65,  $70,  $75,  $90  and  $100  each.     The  largest  stock,  and 
nothing  but  first-class  goods.      We  guarantee  our 
Wheels.     Come  and  see  us. 
Fishing  Taclcle,  Base  Ball,  Lawn  Tennis,  Cricket  and  Gymnasium  Supplies,  Ham- 
mocks, Tents,  etc. 
A  full  line  of  Bicycle  Sundries,  Ladies'  and  Gent's  Bloomer  Suits,  Sweaters,  etc. 


Bring  your  Cycle  to  us  for  Repairs.      Bicycle  and  Sporting  Goods  Catalogue  Free. 

BROiAlNINC    BROS. 

m.  MAIN  STREET,  SALT  LAKE  CITY,  UTAH.  1461  WASHINGTON  AVENDE,  06DEN,  DTAH. 


TII6  HEDRy  OlDUiUODEy  FURIIITUR6  COHIPm 

SKLT    LMKe    CI  TV. 

BABY    CARRIAGES,    REFRIGERATORS,    FURNITURE, 

CARPETS,  WALL  PAPER,  STOVES  ^  CROCKERY. 


It  is  well  known  that  this  famous  Institution  was  originally  organized  lor  the  importation  ol 


^. 
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GENERAL   MERCHANDISE; 


> 


Growing  continuously,  it  is  now  the  most  reliable  place  in  Utah  for  the  purchaser  of 

Dress  and  Dry  Goods,  Notions,  Wraps  and  Garments, 

Boots,  Sboes  and  Clothing,  Carpets  and  Wall  Paper, 
Groceries,  Stationery,  Hardware,  Tinware,  Crockery, 

Glass,  Stoves,  Ranges,  Tools,  Drugs,  Etc., 

Whether  the  intent  be  to  buy  at  WHOLESALE  or  RETAIL. 

Main  Street,  SALT  LAKE  C/TK  T.  G.   WEBBER.  Superintendent 


Wilford  Woodruff,  Prs't.    Geo.  M.  Cannon,  Cashier. 

Zion's  Savings  Bank 

AND  TRUST  COMPANY, 

(to.  1,  3  &  5  East  Temple  St.,  Salt  Liake  City 

Receives  deposits  in  any  sum;  pays  5  per  cent,  in- 
terest; compounds  quarterly. 

We  answer  with  pleasure  any  inquiry  you  may 
make  for  information  either  by  letter  or  person. 


F.  AaeFbaeh  &  Bro. 

DRY  GOODS,  FANCY  GOODS,  IVIIIiIilNERY, 
CARPETS,  SHOES,  ETC. 


E5tablisJ?ed  1864. 


Or>e  price  to  f\\\. 


Use  HEWLETT  BROS.  neOLgM*! 

THREE  CROWN  SPICES 

Are  best  because  they  are 
ground  fresh  every 
day. 


OUR  GOODS  OF  THIS 

BRKND 

Are  guaranteed  to  be 
equal  to  the  best  in 
the  jnarJcet  or  money 
refunded. 


threTcrowT  baking   POWDER 

THE     PURKST 

AND     BEST 
NIADE. 


T  HREE  CROWN 

TRIPLE  FLAVORING 

EXTRACTS 

ARE  DELICIOUS.      TRY  THEM. 


